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•K>roi97q ylaanfn g|[i o; nv^ggs I ~v > J 

Enter King Richard, John a Gaunt , with other 
Noble S) and Attendant s . 

.Kjng Richard 

O Ld lohn of gaunt, time-honoured Lancaster , 
Haft thou according to thy oath and band. 
Brought hither Henry Hereford, thy bold fon* 
Here to make good, the boyfterous late appeale 
"Which then t our leafure would notlet vs heare, 

Againft the Duke of N or faille, Thom at Mowbray^ 

Gaunt* I haue my Liege. 

King. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him. 

If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice. 

Or worthily as a good fubie&fhould, ; Jv ' 

On fome knownc ground of treachery in him* 

Gaunt. As necre as 1 could lift him on that argument. 
On fome .apparent danger fecnein him, 

Aym d at your highneife, no inueterate malice. ; 

Kmg. 1 hen call them to our prefence face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow, our felues will heare 
th accufer, and the acculed, freely fpeake ; 

High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire . 

Lhra.ge, deafeasthe fea ; haftyas fire. 

A- 2, Enter 





i ve jLtje ana vjdffj ^ 

Enter Bulltngbroohe ^ani Mowbray, 

Bui, Many yecres of happy dayes befall 
My gracious Soveraignc, my loving Liege. 

Movr. Each day ftill better others happinefle, 

Vntill the heavens enuying earths good hap, 

Adde an immertall title to your Crovvne. 

King. We rhanke you both, yet one but flatters vs. 

As weli appeareth by the caulc you come, 

Namely to appeale each other of high treafon. 

Cofin of Hereford, what doft thou obieiT 
Again!! the Duke of Tsforfolke^ Thomas Afowbray ? 

'Bui. Firft, (heaven be the record of my fpeech ,) 

Inthe devotion of a fubie&s love, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other mif-begotten hate, 

Come I appelant to his Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray , doe I Clime to thee, 

And marke my greeting well : for what 1 fpeakc, 

My body fliall make good upon this earth, 

Or my divine Soule anfwer it in Heaven. 

Thou art a Traytor, and a milcreant ; 

Too good to be.'o,and too bad to live. 

Since the morefaire and Chriftallis theSkie* 

1 he uglier feemes theCJouds, that in it flye : 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

W ith a foule traitors name,fluffe I thy throat, 

And wxfli (fopleafe my Soveraigne) ere I move, (prove. 
What my tongue fpeakes, my right drawne Iword may 
4ow. Let not my coole words hereaccufemy ieale ; 

I is not- the tryall of a womans warrey. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Canarbitrate this caufe betwixt us tvvainc : 

The blood is hot that muft be coord for this 3 
Yet can I not of fuchtame patience boaft. 

As to be huflit, and nought at all to fay. - 
Firft, the faire reverence of your Highneffecurbesme* 
From giving reines and ipurresto my free fpeech 
Which once would poft, untill it had return’d/ 
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of Richard the fet'ond. 

Thefe termes of treafon, doubly downe his throat* ■ • 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty,, 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 

' I doedefie him, and I.fpit at him. 

Call him a flandrous Coward, and a Villaine: 

Wbichto maintaine.I would allow him oddes, : -ii 

And meet him, were I tide to runne a foote, ' 't~' 

Even to the frozen ridges of the AJpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, • l/wlc 

Where ever EngJifli man durfl let jhis foote. ,, ; ; 7/ 

Meane time, let this defend my royalty, :y/3) 

By all my hopes mofl falfely doth he lye. 0 •/.’ 

Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage, 
Difclaiming here the kindred of the King, 

And lay afide my high bloods royalty. 

Which feare, not reverence makes me to except, 

Ifguilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength, ■ •' \L 
As to take up mine honours pawne,then ftoope. 

By that, and all the rights of Knighthood elle. 

Will I make good againft theearmeto arrne. 

What 1 have lpoken, or thou canil devife- 

Mow. I take it upwind by that fword I fweare, ' 
Which gently layd my Knighthood on my Ihoulder, 
lie anl wer thee in any faire degree. 

Or Chivalrous deligne of Knightly tryall : 

And when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If be tray tor, orun/uftly fight. 

King. W hat doth our Cofin lay to Mowbray es charge ? 

It mult be great that can inherite ns. 

So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Looke what 1 fa yd my life (hall prove it true. 

That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thouland Nobles, 

In name of lendings for your highnefle Souldiers, 

The w hich he hath detain’d for lewd imploymerus, 

Like a fslle Traytor,and iniurions Villaine, 

Befidesl fay, and will inbattell prove. 

Or here or ellewbere to the furthefl Verge 
I hat ever was furvey’d by Englifh eye, 

A 5 That 





The Life and Death 

That all the treafons of t hefc cigHteene yeares 
Complotted and contrived in this land, 

Fctcht from falfe CMowbray their firft head and fpring. 
Further I fay and further.will maintaine - 
Vpon his bad life;to make all this good, :; '’- 

That he did plotLthe Duke- oi'g toilers deathy ; ' t! ; 
Suggeft his (oone beleeving adverfari. s, 

And confequently like a Traytor C oward, 

Slue d out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood; 
Which blood y like faciiificing Abels, tryes, 

(Even from the tongueleffe eavernes of- the earth) 

To me for Iuftice, and rough eh afticeriient : 

And % the .glorious wofth of my delcent. 

This arme fliall doeit,or this life be fpent. 

King. How bgha'piftfh his refolutionfoares; ' 
T homat of Norfo/ke, tv hat fay eft thou • to thi s ? 

Mow. oh lermy foveraigne turne avvay'his'face, *' 
And bid his earns a little while bedeafe, 

Till 1 have told this {lander of his bloOdd 
Hotv God and goodmen hate lo fowle f ' Iyer- 
King. are Our eyes arid ear es, ’ 

Wereheojjcbi^tferi-rifa^OtttKing^oajesffieite, 

A s he is but our fathers brothers fonne ; ' : ? ~ h 7 

Now by my Scepters awe.Imakea vow, 

Such neighbour-neerenefle to our facred blood, 

Should nothing priviledgehim, rior partiiiJize , : : 
The unftooping firmenefie ©four upright foule- 
Heiscurfubiea {Mowbray) foartthou, 

Free fpeech and fearclefle, I to thee'allovv- 

Mow. Then Bulltnjrbrcokg as low as to thy heart. 
Through the falfe; p'ada ge of thy throat ; thou ]y eft: 

1 hree parts of that receipt I had fdr’Caliice 
DisburftI to his Highneife louldiers; " 

The other part referv’d 1 by content, 

For that my foyeraigne liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deans account, 1 
Since laft I went to /W t o fetch his Qucene: 

^ ow fwallow downe that lye-For. Glofle n death, 

* - I 
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«f Richard the fecond. 

I flew him not ; but (to mineownedifgrace) 

Negletfed my fworne d.utyin that cale t. 

For you my Noble L$rd ot hancaftcr , • 

The honourable father to my foe, . bnr.vj 
Once I did lay an ambufh fogyour life, n 3 ._. - 
A trefpafle that doth vex my grieved foule; 

But ere I laft receiv'd the Sacrament, 

I did confdfeit, and exa&ly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. :J 
Thisismyfault:as for the reft appeal’d. 

It iflues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant,and moft degenerate Traytor* fl ::1 
Which in my felfe I boldly will defend. 

And enterchangeably hurle downeiuy gage*, . v 
Vpon this overweening Traitors foot, • 

To prove my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Even in the beft blood chamber d in his bofonv?* 

In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray 

Your HighneiTe to afligne our tryall day v 
King. Wrath kindled Genlemep be rul’dj by me : * 
Let’s purge this choller without lettipg blood ; ; ;<> 

This we preferibe , though no Phyfition- 
Deepe malice makes too deepe incifiqn»i ^ - i0 - y 

Forg^,fhrgjve,conclude,ap4 be agreed, ,, f , hr ^ 

Our Dolors fay, this is no 4fife$D b.le£d> 1 0 '; - • V, 

Good Vncle,let this end where it begun, 

W ce’l calme the Duke of Norfolk e,y ou your fonne - 
be a makepeace fhall becornC'my a«e. 
Throw, downe ( my fonne)the Duke of Norfolkejm&e. 

$i8£* » ?/ - 

Gm»ti\N ten Harry when' Qbediepce bids; 

Obedience bids;, I fhould. not bid agen. 

m f> r h ^ w d0v T ne5We bidithere is no boote. 
tb^iw (irnd.^rngm)^ Moot. 
My life liame,^- 

Tn II 8 | ht m eath that il ^ s «P9U my grave , ; | , 

To darkc dilhonours : ufe,. thri R %ltn 9 t have. 

s:I Iain 
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The Life and. Death 

I amdifgrac’d, impeach’d, andbaffel’d here. 

Pierc’d to the foule with Handers venom’ d fpeare: . 
The which noBalme can cure, bat his heart blood 
Which breath’d this poyfon* 

■K‘i»£.Rage muft hewithftood : 

Give me his gage : Lyons make Leopard tame* 

A/W. Yea, but not change his fpots take butniyfhame 
And I refigne my gage* My deare, deare Lord, 

The pureft trealure mortall times afford. 

Is fpotlcflfe reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded loame, or painted clay. 

A jewel! in a ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

Isa^bold fpirit in aloyallbreft* 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me,and my life is done* 

Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me try, 

In that 1 live, and. for that will I dye. 

King, Cofin throw downe your gage. 

Doe you begin. 

Kttl.Qh heaven defend my fbulefrom fuch foulefinne* 
Shall I feeme Creft-falnein my fathers fight. 

Or with pale beggar-fearc impeach my height 
Before this out-dar’d dafiard ? Eremytonmie, 

Shall wound mine honour with lueh-feebledvrono ; 

Or found fo bale a parle : my teeth flVall tcaie ° * 

The flavifii motive of recanting feare, 

And- fpit it bleeding in this high dilgrace, 

Where lhame doth harbour,even in Mowbray cs fact* 

. Lx it Gaunt. 

King. W e were not borife tofue, but to command. 
Which fince we cannot doe to make you friends. 

Be ready,(as your lives fhallanfwer it ) 

At Ccventrec, upon Saint Lamberts day : 

There Hiallyour Swords and Lances arbitrate. 

The fwcliing differenecdf: youi? fctled hat6t' OI: ’ 

Since we cannot attone you, you {hall fee 
Iuflice defigne the Viaors Chivalry* 

Lord Marfiiall, command our Officers at Armes, 

Be 1 
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of Richard the fecohd. 

Be ready todirea the fie home, Alarmes.’ Exeunt: 



Sc an a Secunda. 



, Enter Gaunt., and D utchejfe of G locefter. 

Gaunt* Alas, the part I had in GleSlers blood, ' 
Doth more fohcite me than your exclaimes. 

To ftirre againfi the butchers of his life* 

But fince correftion lyeth in thofe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot correa. 

Put we our quarrell to the will of Heauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth, 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads* 

Dut . Finds brotherhood in thee no fharpsr fpurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feven lonnes ( whereof thy felfe art one ) 

W here are feven miles ofhis facred blood* 

€>r feuen faire branches ^ringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are dryed by natures courfe * 

Some of thofe branches by the defiinies cut- * 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Qtofter 

Qne\ fall full of FdiW. facred blood, V 7 

One flourif hing branch ofhis aioft Royall roote 
s crack d, and all the precious liquor fpilt • 

Is nackt downe, and his fummerkaves all vaded 
ByEnvies hand, and Murders bloody Axe* 

W ho w, s thc model, of th FatbersTifc 
Calljtnm patience (Gum) it is defnaiVe 
InfuffenngAo, th, brother to be fitngtatfj 



B 
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The Life and 'Death 

Thoufoew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching flerne murther how to butcher thee! 

That which in rneane men we intitle patience 

3s pale cold cowardifc in noble breafts : 

W hat fhall I fay, to fafegard thine owne life. 

The belt way is to vengc my (flatters death. 

Gaunt • Heavens is the quarrcll : for Heavens fubftitnte 
His Deputy annoynted in his fight, 

Hath caus’d his death , the which if wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge : for I may neuer lift 
An angry arme againft his Minifter* 

Tut- Where then (alas) may I complaine my felfe? 
Gan. To heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence. 
D«»\Why then I will : farewell old Gaunt. 

Thou go’ ft to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Cofin Hereford , and fell Mowbray fight ': 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Herefords fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes bread t 
Or if misfortune mifle the firft carreere. 

Be Mowbrayes finnes fo heavy in his bolbme, 

1 hat they may breakehis foamingcourfersbackc, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A C aytiffe recreant to my Con a H ereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife j 
W ith her companion Grecfe , muft end her life. . 

Gan. Sifter fare well ; I muft to Couentry, 

As much good ftay with thee , as go with me- 

Tut.. Yet one word more Greefe bonndeth where it 
Not with the empty hollownefie, but weight, t falls, 
I take my leaue before! haue begun, 

For forrow ends not : when it feemeth done* 

Commend me to my brother Sdward Torke. 

Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

T hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, 

I fhall remember more. Bid him, Ob, what ? 

W ith all good fpeed at Plejhie vifite me- 
Alacke,and what fhall good old Torke there fee 
But empty lodgings, and unftirnilh’d walles. 
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of Richard the fecond. 

And rrrake us wade even in our kindreds bloodT 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories. 

You Colin Hereford, uponpaine ofdeath, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our fields, 
Shall not regreet our fairfc Dominions, 

But tread the ftranger paths of ban! foment. 

Bui. Your will be done .* this muft my comfort be. 
That Sunne that warmes you here fhall foine on m<*: 
And thofe his golden beames tO you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifoment. 

R ich. Norfolke: for thee remaines a heavier doome 
Which I with fome unwillingneffe pronounce, 
Theflye flow houres fhall not determinate 1 
The datelefle limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopeleffeV/ord, of never to returne, 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life. 

Mow . A heavy fentence my moft Soveraigne Liege, 
And all unlook’d > for from your Highneffe mouth s 
A deerer merit, notfodeepe a maime. 

As to be caft forth in the common ayre 
Havel defervedat your Highneffe hands. 

The Language jl have learn’ a thefe forty yeares ’ : 

(My native Englifo ) now I muft forgoe. 

Ana now my tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning • Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly puccullift with my teeth and lips, 

And dull,unfeeling, barren ignorance, 

Is made my. ’gaoler to attend on me: 

I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupill now : 

What is thy fentence then,!but fpcechlefle death. 

Which robs my tongue from breatheing native breath ? 

Rich. 1 1 boots thee not to be compaffionate. 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late- 
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The Life and Death 

Mow. Then thus I turne me from my Countries light 
To dwell in folemne fhades of end Idle night. 

Rich. Retume agair.e and take an oath with thee, 
lay on pur royall Syviord^t hamftrt hands, 

Sweare by the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banifh with your lelves) 

To kepethe Oath that we adminifter : 

Y ou never ilia 11 (fo helpe you Truth and Heaven 1 
Embrace each othe'rs loue in baniftiment. 

Nor ever looke uponeaeh others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate, 

M or ever by adviied purpofe mect^ 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

y? 0Ur State, our Subje<fts,or our Land, 

Bui. I fweare. 

Mo*. And I to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norlblke,fo farre, as to mine enemy. 

By this time (had the King permitted us). 

One of our foules had wandredin the ayre, 

Baniih d this fr&yle fcpulcher of our fiefh 
As novvour fleih is banilh’d from this Land. 

Confehe thy Treafons,ere thou flis this Reaitne. 

Since thou haft farre to goc, beare not alone 
,S cIo |g in § burthen of a guilty fouie. 

Mcw.No Bu/Avgirook-.: Jl ever I were Traitor, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of Life 
And I from heaven baniftfd , as from hence : * 

Ani tb r U art 3^ven,thou,and I doe know. 

And all toofoone (Tfeare) the King /hail rue. 
rare well (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England,all the worlds my way. 

R:ch. Vncle,cven in the glaffes of thine eyes 
1 fee thy grieved heart : thy fad afpeft, 

_ at romthe number of his banifhd yeares 
1 luck d fouie away ; fixe frozen Winters fpent, 

Returne with welcomehome from banilhment! 
h How long a time lyes in one little word; 

Foure 
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of Richard the feeond. 

Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton Springs 
Endina word,- fuchiSjth<: breath of Kings* oi o . 

gaunt. I tharike my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortensfoure yeares of myfonnes ejtile ’ y 
But little vantage fiiall 1 reape thereby. 

For ere thefe fixe yearesihat he hath to (pend 
Can change the Moones, and bring their times about, 
My oyle-dridc Lampc, and time-bewafted light 
Shall be extinct with age, and endlelfe night ; 

My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done, nr 
And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yeares to live. 
Gauut-But not a minute(King) that thou canft given; 
Shorten my dayes thou canft: with- fuddenforroW, . 
And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow • 
Thoucanft helpe timetofurrow me with age» 

But flop no wrincle in his-pilgrimage J 

Thy word is currant with him,for my death, . v. L v -f 

But dead, thy .kingdomecannotbuymy brendu -f ; % ; 

Rich.Thy fonne isbanifti'd Upongoodadince 
W hereto thy tongue a party-verdi<ft. gave. 

Why at our Iuftice feena’ft thcai then to lovvre? 

C^w.Thingsfe/eet totaft, prove indigeftion fowrc l- 
You urg’d me as a ludge^Iiuti had rat her 
You would haaft hid iriaoi^|holike±Fatbdlt o\' \i :• 1 L -,F. 
Alasildobk'dwhtm femecTyoniftipdld fayj-f noi ~ 

-Twas too ftriSrtomake rairieowne-aiway : 

Eut you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, s-y n •? i 7. 
Againft mynsifl^.dcdxiw^&lfo* Id * ttflp^Iiinsd ds no .IT 
Rich. Co fin farewell :and Vncle bid himt'o: 

■ Six yeares we banifli him, and helhall -go. ~Exitc 

-'f lour jfh. : 1 

_ ^«-Cofin fare well, Avhat prefence thrift not know ' - 
; From w here.you do remaine, Jet paper ftiow*.. . 

Mar.Uy Lord, no leave take I,for I will ride 
As farre as land willhernie, by your fide# 

/f»ft .°h to what putpofe doft thou herd thy words 
That theu return’* no greeting to tbv friend, V 3 

C 
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The Life' toid tntfb 

But. I hi'ue top few to tsfefr fifty leave 
When the tongues 'office < ihmildbep 

To breath ttf abfltitiJkptielo# 6f the l?eait r !: 

<jrf*.Tbygrkife^biMthyaI^nee^atime. rr 
Bui. Ioy abfentjgffefe is prefent for that time* 

Cau. What is fixe WtnterSjthey are quickly gone ? ? 
Bala To men in joy,butgriefe makes onehoure ten« 
gau. CaitK a traveHjtbat'tboa takeftfdr pleasure, 

Bui. MyheirtwillRgto, wheal mifcailit fo, ] ii 
Which finds it an in forced Pilgrimage* 

GuuKt-The fullen paffage or thy weary ftepe 
Efteeme a foyle, wherein thou art to fet 
Thepredousiewellp£thy;hoflftfetctuEne«v' 

Bui. Oh who can hold a.fire in his hand 
By thinkingon thefrofty:C«»e4/w i 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 

By thinking rbrnphantafthike Summers heatef . ' > ■ . : • 

Oh no, the appr'ehenfion of the good 

Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 

Then when it bites, bat laneethnot the fore* ...... 

<7*#.Comc,come (my 'fbnneiflle bring thee on thy way 
Had Ithy youth, arid caUfe,* would riot flay, S ; * : v • 
i?«/.Then Englands ground fare welljfweet foyle adieu* 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet : . _ , 
Where ere I wander, boaft of this lean. 

Though baniflrdjyet a riuc+bbnwiEriglifhttans m i : n i s > t 
'■tit mid bid syttV bnstifowor.l mk0.u»& 





obi'. Urn I •idi t I 3>fa.t 37 ;. 5 1 on. bio J yivi.' 

Sitter King, •Aumerle ) Greene > and "Bagot^ 
Rich. We did obierve* Cofin Aumerle i 
How %re brought yon high Hereford on hjs way « 



Aunt* 



Of R 

'Atm. I fought hi g|p ; Here£mid.( if gfteqaR fq ) 

But to the next high w-ay, aqd there I left him* 

Rich. And lay, what ftore of parting teares were fried ? 
^#w.F,aith none by me; except the Nortneaft wind 
Which then blew bitterly ag?nn$ our face, v9n9 y 97 , 
Awak’d the. fleepyrh^vm^and. fofey Ic iu o - -7 

Did . grace our holloty patting- ypjit^juf r ; . ... t , 

Rich. What faid our Cohn when you parted with him? 
^.Farewell; & for my. heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prQph^pe.t^.^ord r t|iat taughtmc craft V../^ 
To counterfeit opp^efTion qf^ch.griefe,. ;}; V/ ... .- V 0 T 

That word feem’d burieRhqimi fi^rowes grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell, had lengthen’d houres? 
And added yeeres to his friort banilhment, 
Hefhouldhavehada volunneof Eacewcls, )0 ? 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) Ep^wpdotyqp, . . ■ ... ^ 
When time {hall call him home fro^ r p^tijftimentj ^ 
Whether our kinfman come to.fee his friend*;,-/- j -f 
Ourfelfe, and Bujhy , Ragot here and <freene 



What reverence he did throw a-wayon flaves; 

Wooing poore Crafteimen,with thecraft of fmifej. 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

{ ,a . I “fr 1 tMit affects with- him. , -•>. 

Olf goeshis bonnet to an Oyfte-rAvench, ■ 

A brace of Dray-men bid God (peed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee. 

With thankesrny Counp;irnen J my LoV|ing friends. 

As were our England in renerfidn his, 

1 IliW .KhD 

Gjyvtk IMs gone And with Kimgoetbefeshonghts 
tbje.Rcbeb;, whicMaridcmt in yfakni. <7? 
Expedient manage mufliem^emy Liege 

shfc fiRfchpr'meanbs 



c "T’r^w' are wtrittrimewflO «s ,v.i 

For theu:aduanj^«KH yqesb'ighii^k&ilttflfof. 

«3nW C 2 ' 
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Tbt Life mi Heath 

ths^4tt«; - 

And /or o&t Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And liberal! Largeffc , are growne Tome what light, 

Wc ; are enforc’d to farme our royall Realmre, 

The revenew wheretof fifaH fbrtiifh 4® < v9 ‘' , : 

For our affaires in hand : if they come fhort. 

Our fubfttutes-a/hdfoe-fliall’have Blancke-charterS : 
Whereto, when they' (hall know what men are rich, 

They Chall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Golds 
And fend them after to iupply our wants: 

For vve will make for. Ireland ptefcntly, 

'Sufkj, what ncwcs ? • ■ 

B», Old lohna Gaunt is Very ficke my Lord* 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent poft hafte 
To entreat your Maiefty to vifite him. 

Rich . -W here lyes he ?V ' 

Bit, At Ely-houfe. 

Rich. Now 1 piit it (-hea ven) Inhis Pliyfitians mind, 
Tohelpe him to his -grave immediately: 

The linhing df his coffers Ihall- make’Coa.tes 
Todecke oitrSbnkliers for thefe Iriili warres. 

Come Gentlemen, Tet’s all gb vifit him : s r ■. 

Pray heaven we may make hafte,andeome too Iate,£e»Vi 
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Enter Gkknt fche\ with the Duke of York?: 

' (8 i n (K 

Gau. Will the King come/ehSt-T maybreath my laft' 
Inwholfotne eounfell tb his unftayd youth? - 
Tor. Vex not your felfe, nor ftrive not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes eounfell to his eare. - 



Gm. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 1 
r Inforce Attention, tike deeps; harmony jtuin ba i t- ! ' o i 

Where 
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ef Richard the fecond; 

Where words are fcarfe, they are feldome fpent in vaine 
For they breath truth,that breath their words in paine. 
He that no more muff fay,is lillen’d more 
Then they whom youth and eafe have taught to glole, 
More are mens ends mark'd, then their lives before. 
The- fetting.Sunne, and raufickeis the dole 
As the laft tafteof fweetes, is/wceteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance, more then- things Iong paft : 
Though Richard my lives eounfell would not heare*\> 

- My deaths fad tale, may yet un-deafe his eare. 

7<;r.No, it is ftopt with other flatt’ring founds • 

As prayfes of his ftatertheri there are found ■ 
lacivious Meetcrs, to whofe venome found 
The open eares of youth doth alwaies liften* 

Report offalhions in proud Italy, 

Whofe manners (till. our tardy apifti Nation 
Limpes after- in bafe imitation.' 

Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity. 

So it be new, there’s no refpefr how vile, 

That-is not quickly buzz’d into their eares ? 

That all too late comes eounfell to be heard, f 
Where will doth mutiny with wits regard : 

Dire 61 not him, whofe way himfelfe will chofc, 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt thou Ioofo - 
Gaunt. Me thinkes lama Prophet new infpir d. 

And thus expiring, doe foretell of him*-- 
His raflh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft, 

For violent fires foone burne out themfelnes ; 

Small fhoures laft long, but fodaine ftormes are Ihort, . 
He tyres betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes ; 

With eager feeding food doth choake the feeder j 
Light- vanity, infattat cormorant,’. 

Confuming meanes foorie preyes upon it felfe. 

This royall Throne of Kings, this Sceptred ifte, 

This earth of Majefty, this feat e of Mars , 

This other Eden, demy Paradife, 

This Fortres built by nature for her felfe, > / v \ 

Againft infe.Tion^and the hand of warre; 

" C j this 





The Life and Death ; 

This breed of men, this little worlcf, 

This precious done let in the filver Sea, 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, . ! n T 

Againd the enuy of leflfe happier Lands, m'oit. oli 
This blefled plot, this Earth this Realmci. this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming vvombe of R'oyatl Kings, 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home. 

For Chriftiafi lerviee .and true Chivalry, • [f 

As is the fepulcherih ftubbome Iury \ t o', I . ■: 
Of the worlds ranfeme , blefled Maries {> onne. 

This Land of fuch deare loules,this deare deare Land, 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas’d out (I dye pronouncing it ) 

Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farme* oloriVjj 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, j* rvr*r;-ij[ 
Whole rocky diore beates backe the envious fiedge 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame. 

With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 

That England that was went toconquerodiers, . f 
Hath made a friamefull conqueft ©fit felfe.. niw 313: :\y 
Ah, would the fcandali vanifh with my life, 

How happy then were my enfuing death ? 

Enter King’ Queenty ^amerle i Ruf>y i Grcene t 
SagctjRos^imd W tilgit^bby . 

T^.The King iscome, deale mildly with his youth. 
For yo«ng hot C oalts, being rag d,doe ragcthe*morc. 
How fares our noble Vncle, Lancaffcr ? 

£*. VV bat comfort man ? Howid wish aged Gamf? 

ga. Oh how that name befits mv cOmpoftiion : 'oi • 
Old <?<#*nndeed,and gaunt mbeingolji 
Within me gnefe hath kepta teadiou^fl^' l/- ■ 

And whoabdaines from mea^e, that is not gaunt : 

For deeping England long time have I watcht 
Watching breeds ieanneiie, lmwtfs ;fe 4fega W ;.jri7 
The p.eafure that fonaeif^ejg feed u pep; ■ 
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of Richard the fecend. 

Tsmy foi$ fall, I meane my Childrens Iookes, 

And therein fading, had thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names ? 
ga#-No. l miiery makes fport to mocke it felfe: 

Since thou dod feeke to kill my name in me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

Rio. Should dying men flatter thofe that live ? 
< 7 ,*#.No,no, man living flatter thofe that dye. 

Rio. Thou now a dying, fay A thou flatter'd me. 

Gaa. O no, thou dyed, though I the ficker be. 

Rich. I am in health I breathe, I fee thee ill. 

<j*«.Now he that made me, knowes I fee the? ill : • ^ 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill, 

Thy deathbed is no lefler then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyed in reputation ficke, 

And thou too carelefTe patient as thou art. 

Commit’d thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfirions, that fird wounded thee s 
A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

VVhofe compare is no bigger then thy hand, 

A?d yet encaged in fo fmall a Verge, 

The wafleis no whit lefler then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grand fir with a Prophets eye, 
eene how his Tonnes forme, fhould deflroy his Tonnes, / 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy fljame, 
Depofing thee before thou wert poflefl, 

VViUwart poflefl now to depofe thy felfe 
Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enioying but this Land, / 

7Vnflu t J n< ? e r he ? ^^olbameut fo? / - 
Landlord of England art thou,and not King’ 

Thy ftateofLaw,is bondflave tQthe-jJw?* 



► the Law, 

ItoA. And thou, a lunaticke Ieanc-witted fivj- 
Picfumwg on an Agues privelled^e, 4 f ’ 



Par’d 





X 



J ; 



-The Life and Death 

Dar ft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 

With fury, from his native refidence ! 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that runnes id roundly in thy head, 

Shculd runne thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 

G^.Oh lpare menot, my brother Edwards Corns, 

For that I was his father Edwards fonne t 
That blood already (like the .Pellicaii) 

Thou haft tape out, and drunkenly carows’d* 

My brother g leafier $\ aine w ell meaning foule, 

(Whom faire befall in heaven 'mongft happy foules )j 
May be a prefident, and witnefie good, 

That thou refpe£fc*ft notfpilling hdw*vds bloods* 
Ioynewith the prefcnt fickeneftb that Ihaue, 

And thy unkindnefie be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too-long wither d fiowre. 

Live in thy fhame, but dye not flhame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave. 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. Exit, 

Kick. And let them dye,that age and fullers have. 

For both haft thou, and both become the. grave- ... • 
Tor. I doc befecch your Maiefty impute his words 
wayward ficklineffe, and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holds you deacc 
As Harry Duke of Hereford } \NSxeh% here. 

Ric!:- Right, you fay true > as Ho-efords lovejo his ; 

As theif.s, fo mine: - and.all.be as it is. 

•Enter Northumberland* , 

Nor. MyS5.iege, old Gaunt commends him to your 
Maiefty. 

if/c-&.Whatfayeshe? 

Nor. Nay nothing, all is fayd : 

His tongue is now a .ftringleffe inftrument. 

.’Words, life, and all, old Lane after hath fpent. - ; 

‘ ;* * r ’ J OT « 




■ of Richard the fecond. 

for. Be Yotke the next, that muft be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be-poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

-The ripe ft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 
fSomuch for that. Now for our hifh warres, 

, We muft (upplant thole rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, where no venom clfe 
hut onely they have privelJedge to live. 

. And for thefe : greac affaires-doaske Ibme cliarge 
Towards our aiTillance , we doe feize to us 
The pIate,coyne,andrevennews, and moveables. 
Whereof our Vncle gaunt did ftand poffeft. 

Tor. How long fiiall I be patient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Glofters death, -near Herefords banifhment. 

Nor Gaunt s rebukcs,nor Englands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poore Bullingbrooke, 

About bis marriage, normy owne dilgrace 
Have ever made me fovvre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my fo veraignes face : 

I am thelaft of noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft: 

In warres was never. Lyon rag’d more fierce : 

In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mild. 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman: 

His face thou ha ft,for even fo look'd he 
Accomplifli’d with the number of thy bowers: 

Rut when he frown’d, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his friends : his noble band 
Did win what he did fperid : and lpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won .* 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard , Torke is too farre gone with griefe, 
Orelfe he never would compare betweene. 

Rich. Why Yncie, 

What’s the matter ? 

r »r. Oh my Liege, pardon me if yon pleafe, if not 
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The Life dni Death 

I pleas'd not to be pardon’d ,a m content with a II : - 

Seeke you-tq'-fiiz^jartd grips into yotir hands 

The P.oyaltic^nd Right^soFtaninv\i//^/te?-i?- f * •.' *■ 

Is not Gaunt dead Panel doth Hot llerefbrd live? - " : M 
Was notC^w juft? and is not Harry vtvtA ? r rin:r: >>. 
Did not tlae one defetve to have an heyre ? 

Is not his heyre a well-deferving feme ? 

Take Hereferds rights away, and taike from time - i : 

His Charters, and his eUftorri rie rights- : 9 b:i -r ■ < ' ■ 
Let not to morrow thefimfue todays • ! 

Be not thy (el fe. For how art thou a King 
But by faire fequence and fuccefliori ? 

Now afore God , Godfbrbid T fay-trUe ^ 0 oh . 

If you doe wrongfully fefzfe - Herffords iigk, - / n --' 

Call in his Letters Patentstbat he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall , to file 
His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage', 'o.i 

Y ou plucke a thoufand dangers on your head, 
Youloofeathouland Well'difpofed hearts,- 
And pricke nay tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. * 
J?/V.Thinke what you will : wefeife into our hands. 
His plate, his goods, his money,and hislands* 

Tor. lie not be bg the while : My Leige fkreweHj i 
What w ill enfue hereof, there’s none eantell, sv/nwd 
Butby badcourles may betinderftood. 

That their events can never fall out good. Exit, 

Rich. Goe B ft pie to the Earle of Wilt fairs ftreight, 
Bid him repaireto us to Elj Houfe, - 

To fee this bufineffetto morrow hdit ' 

We will for Ireland , and ’tis time,! troW: 

And we create in abfence of our felfe 

Our VncUe Torhe, Lord Governer of England : 

For he is tuft, andalwayes lov'd us well* 

Come on our Queene,to morrow muff we part, ' 
Be merry , for our time of Hay is fhort* Flour fa > 

tJMtn -t North. tVilloPighby,and Rofj- ■ 

N tr* Weil LordsjtheDuke ofLaacaftec lsdcad. 
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of Richard the fecehd. 

Etf. And living too/or now his fonne is Duke* 

Will. Barely in title, not .in revennew. 

Nor. Richly in both , if juftice had her right. 
r of My heart is great,: but it muff breake with filence 
Eer.’t be disburden cl with a liberall tongue. 

’ Nor. Nay fpeake thy mind & let him ne'r fpeake more 
That fpeakes thy word s againe to doe thee harme. 

Wil. Tends that thou’dft fpeake toth’D* of Hereford? 
If it be fo,out with it boldly man: 

Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him- 
Rof faio good at all that I can doe for him, 

Ynlelfe you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

Nor. Now afore heaven , ’ts fhamefuch wrongs are 
borne, 

In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 

The King is nothimfelfe, but -bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of us all: 

That will the King levereiy prolecute 
’Gainft us,our lives, our chi!dren,and our hefres* 

Rof. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin’d 
For ancient quarrel s,and quite loft their hearts* 

Wil. And daily new exa<ftions are devis’d. 

As blankes, benevolences, and I wot not what: 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this ? 

Nor.faN acres hath not watted it,for warr’d he hathnot. 
nut balely yeelded upon comprimize. 

That which his Ancettors archieu’d with blowes: 
he f P cnC in peace,then they in warres. * 
5!fJ he r Ear ! e of Wiltfbire hath the Realme in farme* 
^/. The Kings grow ne bankrupt like a broken man- 
-d # R e P r °ach,and defoaimon hangeth over him* 
m- L , hath not mone y for thele frith warres • 
IHrsburthenous taxations notwithftandingl ’ 

But bytherobbmgofthe banifh'd Duke. ° 
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The Life and Death ' 

Nor. His noble Kinsman, mod degenerate Kingf 
But Lords, we hearc this fearefulitempeft ling . 

Yet feekeno fhelter to avoyd the-ftorme : 

We fee the vvinde ft fore upon our failes, 

And yet we ftrike not,but lecurely perifb. 

Rtf Wefee the neryvvracke that we muftfuffer. 

And unavoyded is the danger now 
For fufteringTo the caufes of our wrackc. 

AW .Not lo; even through the hollow eyes of death, 

J fpier life peercing; but I dare not fay,. 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wjl. Nay, let 113 fhare thy thoughts,as thou doft ours. - 
Be confident.to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three, are but thy felfe, and fpeakingfo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold* 

JV, or. Then thus : I have from-Port le Blan 
A. Bay in 2 [ritaine, receiv’d intelligence, 

Jhat Harry Dubeof Hereford , Raynald Lord fohl:aw ) 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbifho'p, Jateo i Canterbury 3 
Sir T btmae Erpingbam,, Sir lohn R-ainftaH, 

Sir / ohn N orb cry ,Sjt Robert Water ton 5 and Francis Qupint 

All. the fe well furniffi’d by the Dukeof , 

With eight tail flnps, three thoufand men of warre 
Arc making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meaneto touch otirNortberne /bore.; 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that theyftay . 

The firft departing of the King for Ireland. . 

Jf then wefhall fliake offour ilavifh yoakc, 

Jumpeout our drooping Countries broken wing* . 
Redeeme from broken pa wne, the blemifb’d Crowncy * 
Wipe offthe dull that hides the Scepters gilt, 

And make high Majefty looke like it felfe. 

Away with me in pofte to Kavenf^rgh, ; 

But if you faint, as fearing to doe fof 
Stay and be fecretand my felfe will goe«. 

Rof. To horle, to horle, urge doubts to tbefn that fearer 
Pfil Hold out my horfe^arjd I will fir ft be there. Exen. 

Seen a. 
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cf Rtc’iXtd the fecond 



Seen a Soecunda. 



Enter Queene, Bttfhy , and Bagot . 

Bufh. Madam, your Majefty is too much fad. 

You promts d when you parted with the King, 

To lay afrde felfe-harming heavinefle, - _ - 

And entertaine acheerefull dHpofition. 

6 )ts . To pleafethe King, I did : to pleafe my fdfe - 
I cannot doe it • yet I know no caufe 
Whyl fhould welcome fuch a gueft as griefe, * . 

Save bidding farewell to fo fweet a gueft 
As my fweet- Richard , yet-againe me thinkes 
Some unborne forrow ripe in fortunes wombe 
Js comming towards me , and my inward foule 
With nothing tremb]es,at fomething it .grieves. 

More than with.parting from mv Lord the King. . 

Bufb. Each fubftance of a griele had twenty fhadows-r 
Which fhewes like griefe it lelfe,but is not fo: 

For forrowes eye glazed \yith blinding tearcsj 
Divides one thing intire , to many objeifts jjo'/t.y. 

Like perlpe£tives,whicb rightly gaz’d pp<pn ~ f [ 
Shewflothingbut confuficn, ey'd awry, 

Diftinguifht forme: fo your fweet Maiefty 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure, 

P f griefe,more then himiejfe to waile, 
v\ hich look d on «* s it is* is noughtj^tit ft^dov^cs- 
Of ,wnat it is not aV then thr-ice-gracioiis QjuccnCj 
More then your Lordi, .departure weepe not, more’s not 
u.- 11 ° e d IS vvlt h faife forrows eye, (Teener 

\V nichfor things true,wccpe things imaginary. 

et H ' J ma y P e but yet my inward foule ^ 
i eilwades me it is otherwise- how ere it be 
I cannot but be fad: fo heavy fad. 
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The Life and Death 

As though otuhintcing on, no thought I thinfce. 

Makes me with heavy nothing aintand fhr'inke* 

Bujb. ’Tis nothing butconceit (my gracious Lady.) 
&»•’ Tis nothing Iefie : conceit is ftill deriu'd 
From i'ome fore father greeie.mine is not fo, 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe. 

Or lomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in reveffion that I doe pofleffe, 

But what.it is, that is' not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name,’ tis namelefle woe I wot. Enter Green * 

Gree. Heaven lave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 
I hope the King is hot yet fhipt for Ireland* ( men; 

fjht; Why hop’ ft thou fo? ’Tis better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope, 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

Gree. That he our hope, might have retyr a his power, 
And driveh into dcfpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land, 

The ba nifH'd Byl-lingbrooke repealcs himlelfe. 

And with-'iup-lifted Armes fefafearnU’d 

At ’€5;. OK:: sgsio : • s . :C. ■ : ' : a T . | 

flu* Now C?od in heaven forbid. - 
Cjree. O Middam ’tis too true: and that -is worfe, 
The L. Northumberland, his ^©ang fortfje,#ftfify 
The Lords of [ Ri}fte f Bea/fmoxd , and Willottghbf'f^ “ ' 
With all their pqWerfuU friends are fledTtPhjn$m;i v l 
Buft>* Why haveyciu not proclaimed Northumberland; 
And the reft of the revolted faction Traytors ? 

GreeiWe have: whereupon the Earle of Worcefter 
Hath bfoke his ftaffe,refign’d his SteVvardlhip, (brook. 
And all. “the houfhold fail ants fled with him to Bullet)* 
Gu. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 

And Bullingbrooke my forrowes diimall heyre : ‘ 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy. 

And l a gafping new delivered mother; •• 

Haue woe to woeTbrrow to forrow ioyn’d. 

##/?>, Delpaire not Madam. .1 roauw l 

fht. Who fhall hinder me ? 

I will 



of Richard the fecondl 

I will defpaire,and beat emnity 
With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, ... £" 

Who gently would dtffolvethe bands of Ittcj.i. iij 
Which fslfe hopes linger in extremity* 

' Enter Etrrke* ' ' ?*»*. 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yorke. 
flu* With Agues of warre about his aged necke. 

Oh full of carefull bi#ieffe are his lookes : 

Vncle,for heavens fakefpeake co mfor table w ord s. 

Tor.Cdttifort’s inHe^ven/aitd we'are on the earth, 
Wherenotbing lives blit Cf0lfes,fcare,and griefe : 

Your husband he is gon&to lave farre Off, 

VVhilft others Cbnie’ to nfeke ht s4feofe ■at home ; n 

Here am JdefttOuriderprbp hif Ekud, 1 ' - - • >'Or , 

Who wea&b with ugeicabUbt ftippolt itiy felfe : 

Now comes his ficke houre 1 that hisfurfeit made, 

Now fliall he try hisfriend s that fluttered him; •**: v: r 

Extern Servant* 

^•My Lord, your’ fbniie was gone' before I came. 

?V. He was : why fo, goeall whichWay it will : 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold. 
And will I feare revolt on Hereford) fide. 

Surra, get thee to Plafhy to my After Gtofter, urn a 
Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand pOund , 

Hold, take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord,! had forgot 

Totell your Lord (flip, to t dajcFcHmebyiaind : cffiTdthe^ej 
But I fhall grieve you to report tlfe reft. 

Eor. What is’t khaife? < : >y ri-Mv/ii-.i v ■>*•. i:i,y . ; r.il 

Jr. An houre beforeTdrnedtheDtTtcta^ Ai W 
^.Heavenforhisnfefcyr hvhlf aftidb of vwes '»•: , 
Come ruffling on this wofufl Lan’d at cncfe ? 1 v iliV 7 

I know not what to doe : TwOoidTo -heaven ' • 

(So my yntruth hath not ! provolc-d him to it ) dmW u. 
,,,f Kin § Mdcutflflf my bek’d'fv jtfl my bfothcr^ ' ri 1 s 
W-hat, are there poftes dilpaten: for Ireland ? ' : 

How fliall we doe for montyfoi: utefe warres ? '• 

Come 
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■ Come fitter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me [ 
G oe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour chatis there. 

Gentlemen, will you mutter men 

If 1 know how, or which way to order thefe affaires 

Thus diforderly thru if into my hands* 

' Never belecve me* Both are my kinfmen, 

Th'onc is my Soveraigne, whom both my oati? 

And diuy bids defend r . ijheothec.'againe ■" 

Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong’d, j idioifriV 
Whom confcience,and;my kindredbids to right. 

Well, fomevvhat we muft doe : Come Ccfin, 
-jlediipofe of you. Gentlemen goemuflerupyour men, 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Cattle : ^ : . , \ 

I fhotild to PJafliy toojblit time will not permit, r - 
All is uneven,and every thing is leftac tixarxi tevep. Ex. 

Bufl). The wind fits faire for newes to goe to Ireland, 
But none returned : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’encmy, is all impoffible. 

Crec. Befides our neerenelle to the King in love. 

Is neeise tbehate of thofe love not the King. 

that’s the wavering Commons, for their love 
Lies in their putfes, and whoto empties them. 

By fo much fils, their hearts with deadly hate. 

, Bufb. Thereinthe King Bands generally condemn’d. 

Bag- If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaufewehavebeene everneere the King. 

•GVve.Well: I vvilHor -refuge ftreight toBrifioll Cafile, 
The Earle of W iltfture is already there. 

Bujh. Thither wiill with you, for little office 
W ill thehgteBiil Commons performe for us, 

: Except like.Curres, to teare us all in pieces : 

Will you goe along. with us ? 

j?rf£.No,I will to Ireland to his Maiefty : 

Farewell, if hearts prelages be not vaine, r 

We three here part, that nev'r {hall mcete againe. 

Bu. That’s as Torl>e thrives to beate backs Bnilotbrookf- 

Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 

Is 



0/ Richard the fecend. 

Isnumbringfands,and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fight8,thoufands will flye.' 

Bnjb. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Well,we may meet againe* ‘ 

Bag. I feare me never* Exit* 



Selena Tertia . 



Enter the Duke ofHereford % and Northum- 
berland* 

* 2«/. How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now? 

Nor. Beleeve me noble Lord, 

I am a Granger here in Glofierjhire • 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes* 
Drawesout our miles, and makes them wearyfome ' 
And yet our faire difeourfe hath beenc as Sugar 
Making the hard way fweet and delegable ; * 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way 
FromRavenfpurgh to Cottfoold will be found, 

wK" i and ^ / ^^'> wantin g your company 
Which Iproteft hath very much beguild ^ Y 

The teadioufneffe,and proceffe ofmytravdl- 
But theirs is fweetned with the hope to have * 

The dent benefit that I pofTeffe • 

Th^V 0pet0 /oy, .i s htdeleffein joy , 

Then your good ^ wf°comah*K f 

B*or. Itis my fonne,youn® Barry P„ 

Sent from my brother WorcetV u 

Harrj how fares your Vncte ? ’ wheneel0ev «, 
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The Life and Death 

Perey . I had thought, my lord, to havelearndhrs 
health of you- 

Nor. Why is he not with the Queene ? 

Pmy-No,my good Lord,he hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his Staffe of Office, and difperft 
The Houfhold of the King* 

Nor. What was his reaton ?• 

Me was not forefolv’d, when welaftfpake together. 

Percy. Becaufe your Lbrdfhip was proclaimed Traytor* 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fentjne over by- Barkely, to difeover ’ 

What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there. 

Then with direction to repaire to Ravenlpurgh. 

Nor . Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 
Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re 1 did remember: to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did looke on him* 

Nor. Then learne to know hinvnow : this is the Duke* 
Percy. My gracious Lord-,1 tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, ana young, 

Which elder dayes fhall ripen, and confirme 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percy, and be fure 
I count my r elfe in.ncthing elle fo happy,, 

As in a foule remembring ray good friends: 

And as my fortune ripens with my love. 

It fhall be (fill thy true loves recompence, 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus feale: ic. 

Nor. How farre is it to Barkley ? and what ftirre 
Keepes good old Parke therewith his men of Warre ? 

Percy. There Bands the Caftle,by yond tuft of 1 rees, 
Manna with three hundred men, as I have heard. 

And in iiare the Lords of Porky, Barkely, and Seymor, 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate. 

Enter RoJfe,and Willoughby • 
iVer, Here comes the Lords of RoJJ'e, and Willoughby, 
, - . ' " Bloody 
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of 'Richard the fecond. 

Bloody with fpurring , fiery red with haft. 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purlues 
A banifht Traytor ; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich’d. 

Shall be your love, and labours recompence. 

Kof. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord. 
Wii. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it, 

BhI . Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here ? 

Enter Barkely . 

Nor. lx is my Lord of Barkely as I guefle. 

Bar!^ My Lord of Hereford ,my meflage is to you* 
'Bui. My Lord, myanfweris to Lancafter, 

And I am come to feeke that name in England, 

And I muft find that Title in your Towiie, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftake me not, my Lord,'tis not mv meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. ° 

T o you, my Lord, 1 come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke or Porky, to know what pricks you on 
J o take advantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes* 
Enter T*rke. 

Pul. I fhall not need transport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

MShewmethy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofe duty is deceivable and fkl£e, 

Bui, My gracious Vncle. 

J Tutitu^Grace me noGrace, nor Yncle me, 

; am 00 Tray tors Vncle ; and that word Grace, 
an an ungracious mouth, is but prophane. 

Why have thefe banifhd, and forbidden Legoes, 

2 i° nc t t0 tG u Ch th , e dufl ofE ”glands Ground? 

- |ut m°rc then why why have they dar*d to march 
o many miles upon her peaccfull Bofome, 

Frighting her pale fac’d Villages with Warre, 

E 2 And 
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The Life and Death 

And o dentation of delpiled Armes ? 

Corn’d thou becaufeth’anoynted King is hence? 

Why foolifh Boy, the King is left behind. 

And in my loyall Boforne lyes his power. 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Relcued the Macke Prince, that young Mars of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thouiand French: 

Oh then , how quickly fliould this Arme of mine, 

Now prifoner to the PJafhy , chaftife thee. 

And minifter corre&ion to thy fault. 

Bui. My gracious V ncle,let me know my fault, . 
On what condition ftandsit,and wherein ? 

Tor, Even in condition of the word degree, 

Jngroffe RebeIlion,and deteftedTreafon : 

Thou art a banifh’d man,and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time. 

In braving Armes againft thy Soveraigne. 

Bui. As Iwasbanifli’d,'! wasbani (W d Hereford^ 

But as a I come, I come for Lane after. 

And noble Vncle,lbefeech your Grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

Y ou are my Father, for me thinkes in you 
I fee old Gaunt alive. Oh then my Father, •• i 

Will you permit, that I {ball ftana condemn’d | 
A wandring Vagabond, my Rights and Royalties vjjr 

Pluckt from nay armes perforce,and given away 
To upftartunth rifts ? Wheteforewas I borne ? 

If that my Coufin King, be King of England. o 

It muff be granted, lam Dukeof Lancafter* 

You have a i'omc,^umerle, my Noble Kinfman, 

Had you firft died.and he bin thus trod downe. 

He fliould have found his Vncle Gaunt a father, > 

To rowjse his wrongs,and chafe then* to the bay* - 
I am depyde to fue my Livery here*- • 

And ye^fny, Inters Pattens, give me leave ; 

My fath^igbods areall diffraynd, and fold. 

And thgie, andall amifle imployd, ?t 

. .. " - . &, What 
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Whatwould you have me doe ? lama fubieft, 

And challenge Law, Attorneyes are denyd me, 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To mine inheritance of free Delcent* 

Nor. The Noble Duke hath beene too much abus’d 
Rof.lt Bands your Grace upon to doe him right, 

WH. Bafemcnby his endowments are made great. 
T or. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my tofins wrongs. 

And labour’d all I could to doe him right : 

But in this kind, to come in braving Armes, 

Be his owne Carver, and cut out his way. 

To find out Right with wrongs, it may not be j 
And you that doe abeit him in this kind, 

Cberifh Rebellion,and are Rebels all* 

Bor. The Noble Duke hath fworne his commfng is 
But for his owne, and for the right of that, 

Weall have ftrongly fworne to givehim ayd. 

And let him nev’r fee joy,that breaks that oath. 

Bor. Well, well, I fee the ifltie of thefe Armes, 

3 cannot mend it, I muff needs confefle, 

Beeaufe my power isweake, and all ill left; 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
would attach you all, ancf make you ftoope 
Vnto the Soveraigne mercy of the King* 

But fince 1 cannot, be it knowne t© you, 

* doe remaineas Neuter* So fare you well, 
vnleffeyou pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 

And there repofe you for this Night. 

p An offer Vncle, that we will accept: 

"Ut we muft winne your Grace to goewith us 
» which they fay is held 

y thcir Complfccs, 

;.C«erpilte of the Commonwealth, 

Which I have fworne to weede,and pluke away. 
for. It may be I will goe with you,but yet ile pawfe, 
f? r 1 am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

£*Ot Friends, nor Foes, tome welcome you arc, 

® 3 Things 
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Things p&ft redre{fe,arenow with mepaft care. Exeunt* 



Scccna Quartd. 



Enter Salisbury and a Captaine. 

Capt.Uy Lord of Salisbury,we have ftayd ten dayes ; 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together. 

And yet we heare no tidings from the King : 

Therefore we will difperfe our felves: farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet anotherday, thou trufty Welchman,’ 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

{'apt. Tis.thought the King is dead,we will not flay j 
The Bay-trees in our Country all are wither’d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven ; 
Thepale-fae’d Moone looses bloody on the Earthy 
And leane-lookt Prophets whifper fearcfuU change 
Rich men lookc fad, and Ruffians dance and leap?. 
The one infeare,tolofewhat they enioy. 

The other to en joy by Rage, and W arre i 
Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Farewelljour Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well affur d Richard their King is dead. 

Sal. Kb. Richard , with eyes of heauy mind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a (hooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth, from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne lets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witneflingftormes tocome,woe,and unreft : 

Thy friends are fledjtowaitc upon thy foes. 

And croflely to thy good,all fortune goes. 



Exih 



■Exit* 
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Tertm, Sc<zna Trima. 



Enter Bullinghreohe^ orkp Northumberland^ 
RojffyPercj JVilhughbj ; with Bufhy 
and Greene , prifoners . 

Bui . Bring forth thefe men : 

Bnjhy and Greene , I will not vex your foules, 

(Since prefentlyyoHr foules muft part your bodies ) 
With two much urging your pernitious liues. 

For ‘twere no Charity : yet to wafh your blood 
From off my hands,- herein the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You have mifilcd a Prince, a royall King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 

By you unhappied,and disfigur’d cleane: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qjieene and him. 

Broke the Poflelfion of a Royall Bed, 

And ftayn’d the beauty of a faire Quecnes Cheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfc a Prince, by fortune-of my birth, (wrongs. 

Neere to the King in Blood, and neere in love, 

Till you did make himmif-interpret me, 

Haveftoopt my necke under your iniuries, 

Andfigh’d my Englifh breath in forraigne Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifhmentj 
While you have fed upon my Seigniories, 

Dif-park*d my Parkes, and fell’d myForreft woods; 
From mine owne windowes tome my HoufholdGoatj 
Raz'd out my Imprefe, leaving me no figne. 

Save mens opinions, and my living blood. 

To fliew the world I am a Gentleman. 

This ? and much more, much more then twice all this, 

Con- 
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Condemns you to the death : fee them delivered over 
To execution , and the hand of death. 

Bujb. More welcome is the flroke of death to me. 

Then Bullmgbroohe to England. 

Cree . My comfort is, that Heaven will take otir foules, 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. My Lord North umber land, fee them difpitch’d: 
Vncle, you fay the Qiiecne is at your Houfe, 

For Heavens fake,fairely let her be intreated, 

Tell her,I fend to her my kind commends ; 

Take Ipeciall care ray greetings be deliver'd, 

Ttr.A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Lettersof your loue a to her at large. 

'Bui. Thankes gentle Vncle: come Lords: away. 

To fight with Gendoure 3 and his Complices; 

A while to worke, and after holliday. Exunt. . 
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"Drums , Flouri/b, and Celeurs * 

Enter Kicbard,Aumerle ) Carltle i and Soulditrs . 

Rich. Barklotighly CaftJe call you this at hand? 

Au. Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Grace theayre. 
After your late tolling on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich. Needs mufti like it well,Iweepeforioy 
To Hand upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Deare Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her tcares, and fmiles in meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Royall hands. 

Feed not thy Soveraigncs Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fwectes comfort his ravenous fence : 

But 



10 




40 




60 






110 





o/ Richard the fecond. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke tip thy venome. 

And heavy-gated Toade lye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which withufurping Heps doe trample thee; 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking adder, 

Whole double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies* 
Mockenotmy fencelelfe Conjuration: Lords; 

This earth (hall have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes. 

Car. Feare not my Lord, that power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you Kmg, in fpight of all- 
Aum.Wt meanes,my Lord,that we are too remifle, 
Whileft Bullingbroohe through their fecurity, 

Growes flrong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich, Difcomfortable Cofin, knowefl thou not. 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe, that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raunge abroad unfeene, 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Tcrreftriall Ball 
Hefires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders,! rea ions, and detefted finnes 

(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backcs) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves. 

So when this Thiefe,this Traytor Bulltngbrooke , 

Who all this while hath reueli’d in the Night, 

Shall fee us riling in our Throne, the Eaft, 

HisTreafons will fitblufhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the fight of day ; 

But felfe-a ffrighted , tremble at his finne. 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 

ru* 1 thc Balme from an anoynted King ; 
he breath of worldly men cannot depofe 

F Th«: 
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The Deputy elected by the Lord : 

For every roan that Bullingbrooks hath preft. 

To lift flhrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angell: then if Angels fight, 

Weake men mud fall/or Heaven ftill guard s.the right. 

Enter Salisbury, f 

W elcome my Lord,how farre off lyes your power ? [ 

Sa/ub. Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Then this Weake arme; difcomfort guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeake of nothing but defpaire : 

One day to late, I feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hath clouded all my happy dayes on Earth: , 

Oh call backeYefter day, bid time returne , 

And thou Unit have twelve thoufand fighting men ? 
Today, today, unhappie day too late k 

Orethrowes thyloyes. Friends, Fortune, and thy State. I 
F or all the VVelch-men hearing thou wert dead, ' 
Are gone to Bullmgbrooke , d; (peril, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege , why lookes your Grace lb 
pale ? 

Rich. But now the blood of twentie thoufand Men < 

Did triumph in my face , and they are fled, 

And till fo much blood thithercome againe. 

Have I notreafon to looke pale, and dead > 

AH foules that will be fafe , flye from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are; 

Rich. Ihadforgotmy felte-Am I not Kina ? 

Awake thoii fluggard Majefty, thou fleepeft : ° 

Is not the Kings Name forty thoufand Names ? 

Arme, arme my Name : a puny fubie& flrikes 
At thy great glory , Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know myVncle Tor kg 
Hath Power enough to ferve our turne. 
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Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. 

Rich.wikit eare is open,and my heart prepar’d: 

The worft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold : 

Say,Is my Kingdome loft fwhy 'twas my Care: 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater he jfhall not be : If he ferve God, 

Wee’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo. 

Revolt our fubj'e&s ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us : 

Cry Woe,Deftrti£tion,Ruine, Loffe,Decay, 

The worft is Death,and death will have. his day* 
Scroope,Ghd am I ,that your Highneffc is fo arm*d 
To beare the tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unfea Tenable ftormy day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares : 

So high, above bis Limits, fwellstheRage 
Of Bull ugbtooke^ covering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele,and hearts harder then Steele : 
White Beares have arm d theirthin andhaireleffe Scalps 
Againft thy Majefty , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake bigge , and clap their female j'oynts 
In fliffe unwieldy Arrnes : againft thy Crowne 
Ihy very Beadfmen learneto bend their bowes 
Of double fa tall Eugh : againft thy ftate 
Yea Dtftaffe-Women manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Scat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worfe then I have power to tell. 

R ich. Too well,too wellthou telfft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of Wiltfhire ?„where is Bagot ? 
VVhat is become of Bup™ ? whereis Greene ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafure our Confines withfuchpeacefullfteps ? 

If we prevaile, their hands fhall pay for it. 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 
lord Peace h * ve they made with himindeede(my 

F 1 Rich, 
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Rich , Oh Villaines,Vipers, damn’d without redemption] 
Dogs, eafily won to fawr.e on any man, 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fling my heart. 
Three Iudafles, each one thrice worfe then IndM, 
Would they makepeace? terrible Hell makewarre, 
Vpon their fpotted Codes for this Offence. 

Sere ope. Sweet love ( I fee ) changing his property, 
Turnes to the fowreft, and moft deadly hate: 
Againeuneurfe their Codes: their peace is made’ 

\V ith Heads,and notwith hands : thofe whom you curfe 
Have felt theworftof deaths dertroying hand, 

And lyefull low, grav'd in the hollow ground. 
Ani».\$Buft>j , Greene, and the Earle of W iltfhire dead 
Scroope- Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads- . 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake : 
let’s talke of Graves,of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write lorrow in thebofome oftheJEarth.' 
let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath. 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our lives, and all are Bul/tngbrookcs a 
And nothing can we call our owne.but Death, 

And that fmall model! of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as parte,? od cover to our bones s 
For Heavens fake :et u-= lit upon the ground. 

And tell fad ftortes of the death of Kings. 

How feme have beenc depos’d ,f©me flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts tbey have depos’d. 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fomefleeping kill’d, 
Allmurtherd. For within the hoi low Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Xeepes Death His t ©urr.and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his-ftate, and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

To Monarchic, be fear'd , and kill with lookes, 
Jufwfing him with feife and vaine conceit, . 

As 




ef Richard the fecond. 

Ac if this Flefli , which walls about our life, > 

Were Brafle impregnable : and humor’d thus, 

Comesat the laft, and with a little Pinne 
Boares through his CaftleV Vails, and farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mockenot flefhand, blood 
With lb Iemne Reverence: throw away Refpeft, 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but nrftooke me all this while ;• 

Ilivc with bread like you , feele Want, 

TalieGriefe, need Friends : fubje&ed thus. 

How can you fay to me,! am a King ? 

Carl. My Lora;wife men ne’re wailetheir prclent Woes, 
But prefently prevent thewayes towaile : 

To feare the Foe,fince feare oppreffeth flrength, 

Gives in your weakenetfe, flrength unto* your Foe ; 

Feare, ana be flaine , no worle can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deflroying death- 
Where fearing dying, payes death lervile breath. 

Aum. My Father hath a P ower, enquire of him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe- 
Rich . Thou chid’ft me welbproud Bullingbrook,e I come ' 
To change Bowes with thee, for our day of Dooms': 

This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne. 

An ealie taske it is to win our owne.' 

Say Sctoope, where lies ourVncle with hisPower? 
Speakefwfeciy man,a!iboughthy lookes be fovvre- 
Scroop*. Men iudgeby the complexion of the skie , 
The flare and indication of the day, 

So msy you by my dull and heavy Eye; 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay : 

I play the torture r,by fmall and fmall 
To lengthen out die worft.that rrmflbe fpoken, .. 

Your Vncle 3 *. orkc is . oyn’d with Bdlivgbrooke , . . 

And all your North'. me Ca files yeilded up, 

And a H your Ibutnerne : cmienaen in Aimes 
Vpon his Fadion, 

Rich. Thou haftia/d enough., - 
Beflwew thee Cofin, which did ft lead me forth 
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The Life arid Death 

Of that fweet way I was in,to difpairc : 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate him everlaftingly , 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle,there He pine away, 

A King, Woes flavc,fhall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have, difeharge, and let ’em goe 
To care the Land ,t hat hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none- Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, forcounfaile is but vaine, 

■Aum- My Liege, one word- 
Rich. He does me double wrong, 

That wound s me with the flatteries of hi s tongue, 
Difeharge my followers : let them hence away. 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day- Exett, 



Selena Tertia . 



Enter with Drum and Colours fiullingbrooke ^orky, 
Northumberland-, Attendants. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The W elchmen are difpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private friends, upon this Coaft. 

Nor. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not farre from hence, hath hid his head. 

1 'or. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 

To lay King R ichard : a lacke the heavy day. 

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head. 

N or. Your Grace miflakes: onely to be briefe. 

Left I this Title out- 

Tor. The time hath beene, 

Would you havebeene fb briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fb briefe with you,to fhortenyou. 

For taking fo the head; your whole headslength- 
- > ' BnU 



of Richard the fecond. 

'Bui. Miftake oot(Vncle) farther than you fhould. 

Tor. Take not (good Cofin) farther than you fhould, 
Leafl you miftake, the heavens are ore your head- 
Bui. 1 knowit (Vnde) and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Gaftle yeeld ? 

Per. The Caftle royally ismann’d, my ford,, 

Againft thy entrance. . 

Bui. Royally ? Why, it contaynes no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within thelimits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle^Lotd Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope, befidesa Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 
iW-Ohjbelikeitis theBifhop ofCarlile. 

Bui. Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bull ingbrooke upon his knees doth kiffe 
King Richards hand, and fends allegeance 
And true faythof heart to his royal! Perfon: hither come 
Even at his feete,to lay myarmes and power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal d, 

And Lands reftor’d againe, be freely granted: 
Ifnot,ileufe th’advantage of mypower. 

And laythefummers duft with fihowers of blood 
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter’d Englifhmen; 
The which, how farre off from .the mind of Bullingbroohy 
It is, fuch CrimfonTempe ft fhould bedrench 
The frefh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land 
My flopping duty tenderly fhall fhew- 
Goefignifie as much, while here we march 
Vpon the Graflie Carpet ofthis plains - 
Let’s march vvithout theuoyfe of threatning Dsum*^ 
That from this Caftcls tatter d Battelments 
3 “ oT ' Our 
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The Life and Death 

Our faire Appoyntments may be well perus’d 
MethinkesKingR/fW and myfelfe fhould meece 
W ith no lefie terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundering fmoake 

At meeting teares ‘the cloudy cheekes of heaven: 

Be he the fire, lie be the yeilding Water j 
The rage be his, while on the Earth I raine 

My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on, and marke King Richard how he lookes. 

Parte. without, and anjwer within : then a Flour if. 
Enter on the Walls fLickardfarlile^Aumerle^Sfroo^ 
Salisbury* 

See, fee, King Richard doth himfelfe appeare 
As doth the blufhing difeontented Sunne, 

From out the fiery Portall of the Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious cloud s are bent 
To dimme his glory,aad to ftainethetra£l 

Of his bright pafiage to the Occident. 

Tor • Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Ma/efiy : alacke,alacke,forwoe, 

That any harme fhould ftaine fo faire a fhow. 

Pick • We are amaz’ d,and thus long have we flood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy Knee, 

Becaufe we thought our felfe thy lawfull King : I 

And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty- of our prefence? 

If we be not, fltew us the hand of God, 

That hath difmis’d us from our Stewardfhip, 

For well we know no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnleife he doe prophane, ftealeor ufurpe. 

And though you thinke,that all as you have done, 
Have torne their foules,by turning them from us. 

And we are barren, and bereft ot friends : 

Yet know,my matter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muftring in his Clouds, in our Sehalfe, 

Armies of Peflilence,and they fhall ftrike ^ ^ 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot, 

ThatTift your Vaffall hands againfl my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Bullingbrooke, for yond me thinkes hers, 

Thar every ftride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treaion: he is come to ope 
The purple Tcftament of bleeding Warre ; 

But ere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace. 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englanas face. 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 

To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 

■Her pallors Graflewith faythfull Englifh blood. 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civill and vocivill Armes 
Be rulhd upon: Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry B ullingbrooke, doth humbly kifle thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe be fweares, 

That (lands upon your Royall Grandfircs Bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods- 
(Currents that fpring from one mod gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike gaunt , 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe. 

Comprizing all that may be fwome, or fayd, 

Hiscomming hither hath no farther fcope. 

Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge 
Infrancbifement-immediate on his knees : 

Which on thy Royall party granted once. 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed Steeds to ftablcs,and his heart 1 
‘ o faythfull fervice of yourMaiefty: 

This fweares he as he is a Prince, is juft. 

And as I am a Gentleman I credit him. 

Rich. Northumberland:, fay thus : The King returnes 

His Nobl e Gofin is right welcome hither, S ' 

And aft the number of his faire demands 
Shall beaccomphlR’d without contradiction : ' 1 
with allthe gracious utterancethou haft, 

^ Speake 
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The Life and Death 

Speaketo his gentle hearing kind commends* 

We doc debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not. 

To looke fo poorely , and to fpeake fo faire ? 

Shall we callbacke Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Trayt or and To die ? 

vtf«j».No,good my Lord,let’s fightwith gentle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefull Swords* 
Rich, Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the fentence of dread Banilhment 
On yond proud man, fiiould take it of againe 
With words of footh : O that I were as great 
A s is my Griefe, or Iefler than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have bcene. 

Or not remember w hat I muft be now : 

Swell’ft thou proud heart ? lie giue theefcopeto beats. 
Since foes have fcope to beate both thee and me. I 

-dtt. N orthumberland comes backe from BulUngbrooke, 
Rich.W hat muft the King doe now . ? muf he fubmitfc 
The Kinglhall doe it : Muft he be depos’d ? 

TheKing fhall becontented : Muft helofe 
The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe» 
lie give my Iewelsfor a fct ofbeades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage;, 

My gay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Gowne, 

•My figur'd Goblets, for a DifhofWood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staffe, 

My Subje&s , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kingdome , for a little Grave, 

A little little Grave, an obfcure Grave » 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high- way. 

Some way of common Trade/where Sub/e&s feetc 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head: 

Eor on my heart they tread now , whileft Hive j 
And buried once,why not upon my Head ? 
burner le } thou weep’ ft ( my tender-hearted Cofin ) 
WeeTemakefoule Weather with defpiledTeares: 

©ur fighs, and they, fhall lodge the Summer Corne, 

And make a Dearth in this Revolting Land, 
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©/Richard the fecond. 

Or fhall we play the wantons, with our woesi 
And make fome pretty match with fhedding teares ? 

As thus: to drop them ftill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted usapaireofGraves, 

Within the Earth: and therein layd, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ? 
Would not thisill, doe well ? well, well, Hee 
I talke but idly, and you mocke at me* 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

What fayes King BulUngbrooke ? will his Majefty 
G ive Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

You make a legge and BulUngbrooke fayes I, 

Nor. My Lord,in the bale Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you,, may it pleafeyou to come downe. 
Rich. Downe, downe I come, like glift’ring Phaeton • 
Wanting the manage ofunruly lades* 

In the bafejCourt.^ bafe Court where Kings grow bale 
Tocome at Traytorscalls,and doe them grace* (King* 
In the bafe Court come downc: downe Court, downe 
ForNight-Owles fhrike, w here mounting Larks fliould 

Pul* W hat fayes his Ma/efty ? (ling. 

AV.Sorrowand griefeofheart V b 

Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man? 

Yet heis come* 

Bui. Stand all apart. 

And Ihew faire duty to hisMaiefty. 

My gracious Lord. 

Kich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee, 

J® make the bafe earth proud with killing it. 

Me rather had, my heart might feele your love 
Than my unpleas d Eye fee your courtefie. 
vpcrolin, up, your Heart is up,I know, 

1 T? S / h i§ hat Je3ftj althou gh your knee below. 

3«/.My gracious Lord, I come bur forrtiW oWne 
M. Your owne is yours, and I am yours,andalb 
Bui. So farre be mine, (my moft redoubted t \ 

As my true fervice dull deferue yomhi f J 

* 2 Rich* 
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The Life and Death' 

Rich. Well you deferv’d : 

They well deferueto have, 

That know the ftrong’ft,and fureft way to get* 

Vncle give me your hand : nay,dry your eyes, 

Teares (hew their love,but want their remidies* 

Cofin lam too young tobe your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be my Hcire* 

What you will have* He give, and willing too, 

For doe we piuft, what force will have us doe* 

Set on towards London : • 

Cofin,isitfo^ 

Bui. Yea, my good Lord. 

K u^.Then I mull not fay, no. Fleurifb, Exeunt. 



Sc^na Quinta. 

— — ** — — — * — ■ — “ 

Eater fdueene ,and two Ladies. 

Qu. what iport {ball we devfle here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care ? 

L<*.Madam,we’le play at Bowles^ 

Twill make me thinke the world is full of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas* 

La. Madam, wele Dance; 

Qu. My leggescan keepe no meafure in Delight, 
When my poore heart no meafure keepe s in Griefe* 
Therefore no Dancing (G irle) fome other fport. 

Madam, we’le tell Tales. 

^a.Offorrow, or of griefe ? 

La. Of eyther Madam* 

Jjhts Of neyther Girle, 

For if of ioy Joeing altogether wanting. 

It doth remember me the morc oflbrrow : 

Or If of griefc,being altogether had, 

Itaddesmore forrowtomy want of joy: 

For what I have, I need not to repeat ; 

’ 1 " And 



of Richard the fecond. 

And what T want, it bootes not to complaine* 

La. Madam , Ilefing* 

Qu.'Tis well that thou haft caufe ; 

But thou fhould ft pleafe me better, would’ft thouweejte. 
La. I could Weepe,Madatn , would it doe you good. 
gu. And'I could fing, would weeping doe me good. 
And never borrow 2ny Teareofthee* 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Ser Hants , 

But ftay, heere comes the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the fhadow ofthefe Trees* 

My wretchednefie,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’le talke of ftate : for every one doth Co , 

Againft a change;Woe is fore runne with woe* 

Gard. Goe binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks. ' 
Which like unruly Children,make their Syre 
Stoupe with opprefiion of their prodigall weight ; 

Give fome fupportance to the bending twigges* 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of, too fall growing fprayes* 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth : ■ 

All'muft beeven,in our Govcrncment* 

You thus'imploy’d , I will goe root away' 

The noyfome weedesjthat without profit iucke 
,The Soyles fertility from wholefbme flowers* 

Ser. Why fhould we,in thecompaffe of a Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, f, ’ 

Shewing as in a Modell our firme ftate ? 

When our Sea-walled Garden, (the whole Land ) 

Isfull ofWeedesjher faireft Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit-trees all unpruin d,her Hedges ruin’d, 

Her Knots diforder’a,and her wholeiome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers* 

Gard. Hold thy peace* 

He that hath fuffer’d this difordcr d Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafm 

The Weeds that his broad -fpreading Leaves did flielter, 

J hat leem d, in eating him, to hold him up. 

Are pull’d up,Root, and all, by Bullingbrooke 
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The Life and Death 

1 meane the Earle of Wiltfhir CyBuJhyyGreette^ 

Ser ♦ What are they dead ? 

Card' They are. 

And Btillingbrooke hath feiz’d the waftefullKing. 

W hat pitty is it, that be hath not trim’d 
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yca K , 
And wound the Barke,the skin of our Fruite-trees, ' 
Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had he done fo.to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to beare, and he to tafte 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may Jive: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wafte and idlehoures,hath quite throwne dowae, 
Ser. What thinke you the King fha II be depos’d ? 
Card « Depreft he is already, and depos’d 
*Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the Duke of Tor kg, 

I hat tell blacke tidings* 

<S«*Oh I ampreft to death, through want offpeakins: 
Thou old jidamt likeneffe, fet to drefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unplcafing 
What Eve,what ferpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes? 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ ft thou lay King Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’fl thou, (thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downefall ? Say where, when, and how 
Cam'll thou by this illtydings? Speake thou wretch* 
GW.Pardon me Madam- Little joy have I 
To breath thefe newes; yet what Ilay,is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bullwgbrooke, their fortunes both are weigh’d; 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities,‘that make him light; 

But in the Ballance of great r Bullingbrooke i 
Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres, 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard downc^ 
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of Richard the fecond . 

Poll you to London, andyou’l findeit fo, 

I fpeake no more, then every one doth know* 

Nimble mifchance, that art fo light of foote, 
Dothnot thy Embafl'age belong to me i 
And am F laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 
What,wasIbornetothis? that myfad looke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bulltngbrooke 1 
Gard’ner, for telling me this newes of woe, 

I would the Plants thou graft’d may never grow. Exit , 
Gard. Poore Qpeerte , fb that thy Hate might be no 
I would my skill were fubie& to thy curfe : ( worfe. 

Here did (he drop a teare, here in this place 
He fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace:) 

Rue,ev’n for ruth, here fhortly fliall be leene. 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Exiti 



Quartiis^ Selena Prima. 






Enter as to the Parliament ^ Bttllingbrooke y Attmcrlc t TJor» 
thumberlandyP ercy y Fttz>-W ater,Sarrej 9 Carltle y Abbot 
ofw eftminfyer. HerauidjOffre^ and Eagot. 

Bftl. Call forth Paget. 

Now Bagoty freely Ipeake thy mind. 

What thou doll know of Noble Glofters death 
Who wroughtit with the King, and who perform’d 
i he bloody Office of his timeleflc end, 

*?i; Jhen fet before my face the Lord A timer le. 

£«/. Cofin, ftand forth and looke upon that man* 
ag. My Lord vdunterUyWnovf your daring tongue f ' 

W s to unfay what it bath once deliver’d. S 8 

-n that dead time,' when gutters death was plotted. 
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The Life and Death 

I heard you fay, Is not my armeof length, 

That reacheth from the reftfull Englifh Court 
As farre as Callis,to my Vncles head ? 

Amongft much other talke,that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather rcfufe 
Thee frer of an hundred thoufand Crownes. 
’L\\zx\Bullivgbrookes returne to England; adding withal] 
How bleft this Land would be,intbis your Cohns death. 

Aum. Princes and Noble Lords: 

What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe man : 

Shall 1 fo much difhonour my faire ftarres, 

Onequall termes to give him chaftieement ? 

Eyther I muft,or have mine honour Ipoyl’d 
With th* Atteindor of his fland’rous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manuall feale of death *t 

That markes thee out for hell. Thou lyeft. 

And will maintaine what thou haft fayd,is falfe. 

In thy hearts blood, though being all too bale. 

To ftaine the temper of my Knightly fword. 

‘Bul.Bagot forbcare,thou (halt not take it up, 

-Stum . Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In alfthis prclence,that hath moved me fo. 

Fit*.. If that thy valour ftand on fympathies : 

There is my Gage, Aumerle , in Gage to thine : 

By.that faire funne,that fhewes me where thou ftand’ft, 

I heard thee fay, (and vantingly thou fpak'ft it ) 

That thou vyer’t caufe of Noble Glofter* death. 

II thou denied it,twenty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy falfehood to thy heart, 

.Where it was forged with my Rapiers poynt. 

Thou dar’ ft not (Coward) live to lee the day, 
Fit.*’' Now by. my Soule,l would it were this hourc* 
-Aum.FitKwater thou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Per . %/i umerle ? thou lyeft : his honour is as true 
In this appeale, as thou art all uniuft: 

And that thou art lo, there I throw my Gage 
To proveit onthee,toth’ extreameft poynt 
Of mortall breathing. Seize it if thou dar'ft. 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Ann *' And if I doe not, may my hands rot off. 

And never brandifh morerevengefull Steele, 

Qvcrthe glittering Hclmetof my Foe. 

SurMy Lord Fitzwater: 

I doe remember well, the very time 
Aumerle, and you did talke. 

FitZj- My Lord, 

'Tis very true : You were in prefence then ; 

And youcanwitnelfe with me, this is true. 

Sur. As falfe, by heaven, 

As heaven it felfeis true. 

JF/Y*. Surry, thou lyeft, 

Sur. Dilbonourable Boy ; 

That lye fhalllyefo heauyonmy fword. 

That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 
Tillthouthe Lye-giver ,and that lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull- 
In proofe whereof there is mine Honours pawne. 
Engage it to the Tryall, if thou dar’ft* 

Fttzj. How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward Horfe ? 
IfIdareeate,or drinke.or breath, or live, 

I dare meete Surry in a Wildernelfe, 

And fpit upon him,whilft I fay he lies. 

And lies, and lies: there is my bond of Faith, 

To tye thee to my ftrong Correction. 

As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Attmerle is guilty of my true appeale. 

Befides,I heard the banifh'd Norfolke fay, 

That thou Aumerle did ft fend two of thy men. 

To execute the Noble Duke at Callis. 

Afim. Some honeft Chriftiantruft me with a Gage, 
That Norfolke lies. here doe I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald,to try his honour. 

Bui. Thefe differences fhall all reft under Gage, 
Till AT orfolke be repeal’d : repeal’d he fhall be ; 

(And though mine Enemy) reftor d againe 

To all his Lands and Seigniories: whenhee’s return’d 

Againft Aumerle \ve will inforce his Tryall. 
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The Life and Death 

€ar . That honourable day fliall ne’re be feene* 

Many a time hath baniih’d Norfoi^e fought 
For Iefu Chrift,in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian Crofle 
Againft blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens: 

And toy I’d with workesof warre, retyr’d himfelfe 

To Italy , and there at Venice gave 

His Body to that pi eafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Ciiri ft, 

Vnder whole Colours he had fought folong* 

Bui. Why Biftiop , is A Torforl^e dead ? 

Carl. As fureas I live my Lord. 

^ Bui . Sweet peace conduft his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants , your differences fliall all reft under 
Till wcafiigne youtoyourdayes ofTryall. (gage. 
Enter Tor he. 

Torhe. Great Duke of Lancatter, I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule 
Adopts thee Heire, and his high Scepter ycelds 
To the pofleflion of thy Royall Hand. 

Alcend his Throne, defending now from him. 

And long live Henry , of that Name the Fourth, 

Bui. In Gods Name, lie alcend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid. 

VVorft in this Royall Frelence may I Ipeake, 

Yet beft befeeming me tofpeake the truth. 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard -, then true Nobleneiie would 
learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 

W hat fubjeft can give /entence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is no t Richards- fubjeit ? 
Theevesare not judg d,but they are by to heare 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And fliall the figure of Gods Ma/efty, -v ' n/, 
His Captaine, fteward. Deputy e!e&, 

Anoynted, Crown’d and planted many yeares. 
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of Richard the feconi. 

Be judg’d by fub/e<5fs,and inferior breath,' 

And hehimfelfe not pretent ? Oh, forbid, it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foules refinde 
Should fhew fo heynous, blacke, obfcene a deed. 

I fpeake to fubj’edls, and a fubjeit fpeakes, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven, thus boldly for bis King. 

My Lord of here, whom you call King, . x 

Is a foule Traytor to prowd Herefords King. 

And if youCrowne him,let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglifli fhall manure the ground. 

And future ages groane for his foule A&. 

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wanes 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kindc confound , 

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabiteand this Land be call’d 

The field ofGoIgotha, and dead mens fculls. 

Oh, if you reare this Houle againft this Houfe 
It will the wcful left Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon thiscurfed Earth, 

Preventit , refift it , letit not be fo, 

LeaftChild, Childs Children cry againft you, VVoc. 

N, orth. Well have you argu’d Sir : and for your paines, 
Of Capitall Treaion we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Weftminfter,be it your charge, 
Tokeepehimfafely.till his day ofTryall. 

May it pleafeyou , Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 

A«//.Fetch hither R ichard, that in common view 
He may furrender : fo we fliall proceedc 
VVithout fufpition. 

T or. I will be his Conduft. Exit. 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for yourDayes ofAnlwer : 

Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look’d for at your helping Hands : 

Enter Richard and Tor he. 

Rich. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I have fliooke off the Regall thoughts 
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'the Life and Death 

Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have learn’<£ 

To infinuate , flatter , bow , and bend my Knee. 

Give Sorrow leave a while , to returneme 
To this fuBmiffion* Yet I will remember 
The favors ofthefc men : were they not mine ? 

Did they not fometime cry. All hayie tome ? 

So Indasd id to chi ld : but he in twelve, 

Found truth in all, but one ; l, in twelve thoufand, none, 
God lave the King • will no man fay, Amen ? 

Am f both Priefl and Clarke ? well then. Amen. 

God fave the King , although I be not he: 

And yet Amen , ft Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what fervioe, ami lent for hither ? 

Tor. To doe that office of thine owne good will. 
Which tyred Majedydid make thee offers 
The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrookc» 

Rich. Give me the Crown-Here Cofin. feize the Crown: 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another^ 

The emptier ever dancing in the ayre, 

The other downe , unfeene , and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, andfullofTearesam I, 

Drinking my Griefes, whild you mount up on high. 
Buhl thought you had beene willing to refigne. 

Rich. My Crowne I am , but dill my Griefes are mine: 
Youmay my Gloriesand my State depole. 

But not my Griefes ; dill am I King ofthofe* 

!S«/.Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown* 
Rich. Yam Cares let up,doe,not pluck my Cares down. 
My Care, islofleofCare, by old Care done. 

Your Care, isgaineof Care, by newCarewonne : 

The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 

They tend the Crowne, yet dill with me they day : )(J a 
Bul.hrt you contented to refigne the Crowne ? 

Rich . I,no ; no, I : for 1 mud nothing be 
Therefore no.no.for 1 refigne to thee* 

' Now- 
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^Richard the fecond. 

Now, marke me how I will undoe my felfe. 

1 give this beau* weight from oft my Head, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly lway from out my heart. 

With mine owne Teares Iwalh away my blame. 

With mine owne hands I give away my Crowne- 
With mine owne Tongue deny my facred State, 

With mine owne breath releafe all duuous Oathes : 

All pompe and Maiefly I doe foHweare: 

My Mannors,Rents,Reyenews,I forgoe 
My Ads, Decrees, and Statutes I deny ; 

God pardonall Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee- 
Make me,iat nothing have, with nothing griev’d, 

And thou withal! pleas'd, that had all atcluev’d, 

Long may d thou live in R ichards Seate to fit. 

And foone lie Richard in an earthy pit* 

• God fave King Henry, un-king’ d Richard fayes. 

And fend him many yeares of funne-fhine dayes- 
What more remaines ? 

Nor. No more : but that you read 
Thefe Accufations ,and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perfon,and your followers 
Againftthe date,and profit of this Land : 

1 hat by confeffing them, the foules of men 
May deeme,that you- are worthily depos’d. 

Rich. Mud I doe fo ? and mud I ravell out 
Myweav’d up follyes? Gentle Northumberland^. 

If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not fhame thee in fo faire a troupe,. a ) 
Toreadea Le&urecf them? If thon wouid’ft. 

There fhould’ft thou find one haynous A rticle 
Containing. the depofingofa King, 

And crackingthe drong warrant <jf aft Oath j 
Mark’d with a Blot,d amn’d^tfie b.ooke of Heaven* 
Nay , all of you>that Hand and looke upon .me; . 

Whil d that my wrerchednefie doth bait iny felfe. 
Though fome of you, with Ptlate wafh your hands, 
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The Life and Death 

Shewing an outward pitty : yet you Ptfatet 
Have here deliver’d me to my fowre Crofle, 

And Water cannot wafhaway your finne. 
iVsr.My Lord dilpatch,read o’re thefe Articles. 
Wtcht Mine eyes are full of teares,I cannot lee : 

And yet fait- water blindes them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fortofTraytors here, 

Nay,if 1 turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Tray tor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules confent, 

T’ undecke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bale, a Ibveraigne, a Have ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubiedi j State, a Pefent, 

ATcr-My Lord. * 

~Rich.No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting man • 
No,nor no mans Lord : I have no Name,no Title : *• 
No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But’tis ufurpt: alacke the heavy day. 

That I have worne fo many Winters out. 

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe, 

Oh,that I were a mockery, King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbrooke , 

To melt my felfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good. 

And if my word be ftcrling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither Untight, 

That it may /hew me what a face I have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

A»/.Goe feme of you, and fetch a Looking-Glafle. 
Nor. Read o re this Paper, while the Glafle doth come. 
Jticb. Fiend, thou torments me.ere I come to Hell. 

Ar x f L ge U n ° more n1 y Lord Northumberland. 

„ Commons will not then be fatisfy’d. 

R;^.Th ey be fatisfy’d r ife read e enough, 

When I doe fee the very Book e indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that’s my felfe. 

Enter cne with * Glajfe . 

Gjye me that Glafle, and therein will I reade. 

No 



1 . 1 , . 





of Richard the feemd. 

No deeper wrinkles yet ? hath forrow ftrucke 
many blowes upon this face of mine, • 

And made no deeper wounds? Qh flattering Glafle 
Like to my followers in profperity>v 1o amdlao 
Thou do’ ft beguile me. Was this face theface 
That every day, under his houfbold Roofe, : ; 

pid keepe ten thoufand men ? was this the face. 
That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac’d fo many follyes, V 
That was at laft out-facd by Bullmgbrooke ? 

A brittle glory fLineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face. 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhivers* 

Marke filent King, the Morall of this fport. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face- 
Bal. The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 

The lhadow of my forrow : ha, lets fee, 

’Tisvery true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thefe externall manners of laments. 

Are meerely fhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That (wells with filence in the tortur’d foulej 
There lies the fubftance: and Ithanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 
Me caufe to waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. lie begge one boone. 

And then be gone,and trouble you no more* 

Shall I obtaine it ? 

•ffw/.Name it,faire Cofin. 

Rich. Faire Cofin ? I am greater than a King : 

For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubie<fts ; being now a fubieif, 

I have a King here to my flatterer: • T- ; V ’ 

Being fo great,I have no need to begee. 

Bui. Yetaske. _ -,b- -.r’.ir .■> 

Bich, And (hall l have ? 

Bui. You fhall. 
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The Life and. Death 

Rich. Thert give me leave to goe. 

Bui. Whither?- 

Rich. Whither you will, lb I were from your fights.' 

Bui. Goe fome of you convey him to the Tower. 

Rich. Oh goods convey : Conveyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bui- On wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords' prepare your felves. £xeu»i. 

Abbot. A wofull Pageant baue we here beheld. 

Carl. The woe’s to come, the children yet un-borne, 
Shall fcele this day as fiiarpe to them as thome. 

Aum. You holy clergy-men,is there no plot 
To rid theRealmeof this pernicious blot t 

Abbot . Before I freely fpeake my minde herein. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents, but alfo to effedt 
What ever I fihall happen to devise* 

I fee your browes are full of difeontent, 

Your heart of forrow,and your eyes ofteares, 

Come home with me to fupper, ile lay a plot 

Shall fhew us all a merry day. * Exeunt. 



<*Aclm Quint its ^ Sc<ma \ Prima . 



Enter ^ueene i and Ladies. 

^5. This way the King will come: this is the way 
To lulttu Cafars ill-errecfed Tower: 

To whofe flint bofbme, my condemned Lord * 

Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Bulbngbroofye* 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Qjueene. 

Enter Richard and Gard * 

But foft,but feej or rather doe not fee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up j behold* 

That you in pitty may diffolve to dew,- 
.h'-'k 
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of Richard the fecund. 

And wafh him ffefli againe with true-love teares.' 

Ah thou the modeil where old Trov did ftand. 

Thou map of honour,- thou King Rtchards Tombe, 

And not King Richard : thou mart beauteous Innc, 

Why fnould hard-fa vot’d- griefe be lodg’d in thee. 

When triumph is become an Ale-hottfe gueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman.doe not fe. 
To make my end too fudden ;learne good foule. 

To tHnke our former State a happy dreame, 

From which awak’d.the truth of what we are, 

Shewes us but this. I am fworne Brother (fweet) 

To grim neceffity ; and he and I 

Will keepea League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious houfe: 

Our holy lives mull win a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here have throwne downe* 

Qh. What, is my Richard both in fhape and mind 
Transformed, and weaken’d ? Hath Bullwgbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath hebeeneinthy heart? 
The Lyon dying thru (let h forth his paw, 

And wounds theearth, if nothing elfe, with rage 
To be o’re-powr’d : and wilt thou, Pupil-like, 

Take thy Correction mildly, kifle the Rodde, 

And fawnc on rage with bale humility, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beafts. ? 

Rich.h. King of hearts indeed, if aught but heart, 

I had beene flifl a happy King of Men. 

Good (fome time Qucenc) pi epa re thee hence for France: 
T hinke I am deadend chat even heare thou tak'ft. 

As from my deatta-bed,my la ft living leave. 

In winters teadious night fit by the fire 

With good old folkes , and let them tell thee tales 

Of vvoefuil ages-, long a goe betide: 

And ere thou bid gocdpjght, to quit their griefe, 

"Jell thou the lamentable tall of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their bed s : 

For why :? the fencelefle Brands will fympathize 
1 ne*vy accent of my mooving tongue, 
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The Life and Death 

And in compalfion, weepe the fire out : 

And fome will mourne in Allies, fome coale-bUckc, 

For the depofing of a rightfull King* 

Enter Northumberland. 

North.Uiy Lord, the mind o iBullmgbroohe is chang’d. 
You mu ft to Pomfret , not unto the Tower. 

And Madam, there is order ta’neforyou : 

With allfwiftfpeed,you muftaway to trance. 

Rich. Northumberland , thou Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne, 

The time Ihail not be many houres of age. 

More than it is, ere fonle finne, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption : thou fhalt thinke. 

Though he devide the Real me, and give thee halfe. 

It is too little, helping him to all : 

He Ihail thinke, that thou which know’ll the way 
To plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe. 

Being ne’re fo little urg’d, another way, 

To plu^ke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne, 

The Love of wicked friends converts toFeare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate tumes one or both. 

To worthy Danger, and delerved Death. 

A7i>rr£.Myguiltbe onmyHead , and there an end : 
Take leave, ana part ,for you mull part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly divorc'd.' ( bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ; ’twixt my Crowne, and me. 
And then betiwixt me, and my marryed Wife, 
let me un-kilfe the Oath ’twixt theeand me j. 

And yet not fo , for with a kilfe 'twas made 
Part us AT orthumberland ; I, toward s the North j 
Where fhivering Cold and Sieknefle pines the Clyme * 
My Qjueene to France : from whence,let forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweet may ; 
SentbackeHollowmas, orlhort’ftpf day* 

Q*. And mull we be divided ? mull we part ? 

R/'cM .hand from hand(my Love) and heart fro heart* 
Qu. Banilh us both, and fend the King with me* 
Nmh. That were fome Love, but little Pollicy* 
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«f Richard the fecond. 

'to#. Then whither he goes thither let me goe« 
yftch. So two together weeping, make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for me in France; I, for for thee here; 

Better fane off,than nere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe,count thy way with fighes,I ,mine with Groanes* 
6Ut. So longcft way fhall havethe longeft moanes* 

Rich. Twice for one ftep ile groane.the way being fhort. 
And piecethe way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in woing forrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe : 

One kilfe lhall Hop our mouthes, and donbly part ; 

Thus give I mine,and thus thus take I thy heart. 

gu. Give me mine owneagainej’twcrc no good part. 
To take on me to keepe.and kill thy heart* 

So.now I have mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may drive to kill it with a groane* 

Rich.W c make woe wanton with this fond delay; 

Once more adieu; the reft let forrow fay. Exeunt. 



Sc ten a Sccunda . 



Enter Torke,and his Dutchejfe. 

Dut. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off. 

Of our two Cofins comming into London* 

T*r. W here did 1 leave i 

Dut. At that fad ftoppe,my Lord* 

Where rude mif-govern’d hands, from windowes tops, 
I iuew dull and cubbifh on King Rtchards head- 
Tor. lhen,as 1 fayd,thc Duke ("great Bullingbrooke , ) 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 

Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know. 

With flow, but {lately pace, kept on his courfe* 

While all tongues cri’d, God fave thee Bullingbrooke , 
You would have thought the very windowes Ipake, 
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The Life and Death 

So many greedy lookes of young and old , 

Through Cafements darted their dcfinng eyes 
Vpon his vifage ; and that all the wailes 
With naintecl Imagery had fayd at once, 

Iefu preferve thee, welcome Tiulhugbrooke. 

Whil’ft he , from one fideto the other turning. 
Bare-headed , lower then his proud Steed Is necke, 

Befpa ke them thus : I thankeyou Countri-men ; 

And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. 

Dutch. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whtlft? 
7or!<e. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac’d A&or leaves the ftage; 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

E ven fo , or with much more contempt ,mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard ; no man cridc, God favehim 
No joyful! tongue gave him his welcome home, 

But d uft was throw ne upon his' l’acred head, 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off. 

His face ftill combating with tearesand fmiles 
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) 

That had notGod(for fome throng purpofe) fteel’d 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce have melted. 

And Barbarifme it felfe have pittied him. 

But Heaven bath a hand in thefe events, 

To whofe high will we bound our calme contents. 

To Bullingbrooke , are we fw orne Snbj edsnow, 

Whofe State^nd Hohour, I for aye allow ■■ 

Enter Ah merle, 

Dut. Heere comes my fonne t/i nmerle * 

7 or. Aumerle that was. 

But thatisloft, for being Richards Friend* 

And Madam, you muft callhim Rut land now; ' 

lam in Parliament pledgevfor, his truth. 

And lafting fealty to the new-made King. 

Dut. Welcome my lonne ; who are the Violets nciW', 
That threw the greene lap of the new-come Spring 
Am* Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 

' • ‘ God 





of Richard the fecovd. 

God knowes, I had as liefe be none as one. d . . % 
Tor. Well beare you well in this new-fpring of time, 
t ealh you be cropt before you come to prime • (umphs? 
What news from Oxford? Hold thofe I sifts and Tfi* 
Aum- For ought ] know my Lord, they doe. 

Tor. You wiifbe there I know. 

Aunt, If God prevent not, I purpofe fo. 

Tor .What fea!e is that that hangs without thyBofome 
Yea, look’d thou pale ? Let me fee the writing* 

Aum, My Lord, ’tis nothing'. 

Ter. No matter then who fees it, 

I will be fatisfied,let me fee the writing". 

Aum, T do befeech your G 1 ' ace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall confe-juence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not have feene. 

Tor . V Vh:ch for fome reafons fir, I meane to fee : 

I feare,I feare- 

Pw. What fliould you feareT 
’Tis nothing but fome Bond .that he is entred into. -. - 

For gay apparrell againft the Triumph . 

Tor, Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to l wife, you are a fooler 
Boy^let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I doe bcfeech you pardon me, I may not fhevv it* 
Tor. I will be fatisfied, let me fee t 1 fay. Snatches it, 

Treafon/oule treafon, villaine,traytor, Have. 

Dnt. What’s the matter, my Lord ? 

Tor. Hoa, who's within there j/addie mydicrle, 
Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ?• 

Dut. Why, what is’t ray Lord ? 

Tor. Give me my boots,I fay ; Saddle my horfe ; 

No\y by my honour, my life, my troth. 

I will appea.c h the villaine. 

Dut. What is the matter ? 

fooJifh w Oman. . hoI/ish > ■- - j . > ■ 

**' 1 Wl11 not peace, what is the matter fome > 
Mum. Good mother be content, it is no ihore 

•aen my. poore life, nmftanfwer. 
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The Life and Death 

‘Dut* * Tfay life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Beets. 

' Tor. Bring my Boots, F will unto the King. 

‘ *Dut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, thou art amaz’d, 
Hence Villaine,nevcr more come in my fight. 

Tor. Give, me my Boots I fay. 

Dut. Why Torke, what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpaife of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou pluckc my faire fonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor* Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enter changeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the Kmgat Oxford. 

Dut. He (hall be none : 

Wee’l keepe him here : then what is that to him : 

Tor. Away fond woman ; were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dut • Had ft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 
Thou wouldcft be more pittifnll : 

But now I know thy minde j thou do’ft fufpe-Sl 
That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a battard , not thy fonne: 

Sweet Torke, fweet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee, asamanmaybe, 

Notliketome, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet Ilove him* 

Tor. Make way,unruly woman* Exit. 

Dut . After irfumerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Spurre poft,and get before him to the King, 

And bee thy pardon, ere he doe accufe thee. 

He not be long behrnde: though I be old, 

I doubt notbut to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground. 
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of Richard the feemd. 

Till Bnlii»g^ooke have pardon’d thee: Away.be gone, Lx. 




Scxna Tertia. 



Enter ButlingfaookeJ 3 erej jtnd other Lards* 

Bnl. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fpnne ? 

*Tis full three monthes fince I did fee him left. 

If any plague hang over us, 'tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)hc might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavcrnes there s 
For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loo le Companions, 

Even fuch (they lay J as ftand in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beate our palfengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effemina te Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour, tolupport 
Sodilfoluteacrew. 

Per. My Lord ,fomc two dayes fince 1 faw the Prince, 
And told him of tbeie Hump lies held at Oxford* 

Bui. And what fe yd the Gallant? 

Per. His anfwer was, he would unto the ftewea, 

And from the common’ ft creature pluckc a glove 
And w; arc it asc favour, and with that 
He would unbone the uftieft challenger. 

Bui. As diifolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 
Ifcefome fparks of better hope: which elaw day es 
May happily bring forth* But whocomes here ? 

Enter Aumerle » 

■Aum . W here is the King ? 

P»l. What meanes my Cofin, that he flares 
And lookes fo wildely ? (iefty 

- -A»m. God fave your Grace, I doe bcfeech your Map 
t° have fome conference with your Grace alone. 
w .Withdraw yourfelves,and leave as hecealone. 
What is the the matter with our Cofin now ? ; . 
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The Life and Death 

Auw.Vot ever may ttiy knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth, 

Vnleffc a pardon, ere l rife or ipeake. 

Bui. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be, 

Towinnethy after-love I pardon thee. 

Aunt. Then give me leave, that I may tumethekey, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 

BhI. Have thy defire* Tor he within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Tray tor in thy prefence there. 

Bui , Villaine, ile make thee fafc. feare. 

Aum. Stay thy revengefull hand, thou haft nocaufe to 
Tor. Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King : 

Shall I for love fpeakc treafon tothy face? 

Open the doore.or I will breake it open. Enter Torke. 

Bui. What is the matter (Vncle) Ipeake, recover breath, 
Tell us how neere is danger. 

That we may arme us to encounter it. 

Ter . Perufe this writing here, and thou (halt know 
The realbn that my hafte forbids me (how. 

vf am. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promilepaft- 
I doe repent me reade not my name there. 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor ; Itwas (villaine)ere thy hand did fet it downs. 

1 tore it from the traytorsboiome,(Ki'g.) 

Feare and not Ioue, begets hispcmtencc ; 

Forget to pitty himjeaft thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,that will fting thceto the heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous, ftrong,and bold conlpiracy, 

O loyall Father ofa trecherous Sonne : 

Thou fheere, immaculate, and filver foimtaine. 

From whence this ftreame, through muddy palfages 
•Hatij had his current,and defil’d himfelfe. 

Thy overfiow ofgood.converts to bad. 

And thide abundant goodnelVe-fhall excufe 
This deadly ploe,in thy digreffing fonne. 

Tor .Sofhall.myvertuebehisvicesbawd, 

.r:d: And 
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of Richard the fecond. 

And he (hall fpend mine Honour, with his ftiame -s 
As thriftlefle Sonnes their ferapmg Fathers Gold. 

Mine honour lives when his dilhonour dyes. 

Or my (ham’d life in his difhonour lies •* 

Thou kill’ft me in his life, giving him breath. 

The Traitor lives, tbetrueman’s puttodeath. 
DutcheffcwithiK, 

X>#r.WhathoafmyLiege)forHeavenslake let me in. 
J[#/.What (Brill, voic’d iuppliant makes this eager cry ? 
But.h. Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) ’tis 1. 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

Abegger begs,that never begg’d before. 

Bui . Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 

And now chang’d to the begger, and the King : 
Mydangerous Cofin.let your Motherin, 

I know (he’s come to pray for your foule fin. 

?V.Ifthou do pardon, whofoever pray, 

Morefinnes for this (orgivenefle , profpermay. 

This fetter’d joyntcut eff thereftrefts iound, 

This let alone, will all the reft confound- Enter Dutchejfe. 

Dut O King, beleeve not this hard -hearted man, 
■Love, loving not it felfe, none other can 
JV.Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here, 
Shalhby old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

Dut. Sweet Torke be patient, heare me gentle Liege. 
Bui. Rife up good Aunt. 

Du. Not yet, I theebefeech. 

For ever will I knee’e upon my knees, 

And never. lee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning R utlar.d, my tranigre fling Boy. 

- ^#».Vnto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee- 
^t^f.Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 
Dut. Pleades -he in earned? Looke upon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares : his prayers are in jeft : 
Hiswordscome from his mouth, ours from our breft 
‘;^P ra y es but faintly, and would be deny’d, 

'spray with heart, and foule, and allbelide : 

K His 




The Life and Death 

His weary /oynts would gladly rife, I know. 

Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grow? 
His prayers are full of falfe hypocrify, 

Ours of true zeale,and deepe integrity : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let him have 
That mercy which true prayers ovght to have. 

Good Aunt Hand up. 

‘Dut. Nay, doe not fay (land up. 

But pardon firlt, and afterwards Hand up. 

And if I were thy Nurfe thy tongue to teach , 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeecb. 

I never long d to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (King,) let pitty teach thee how. 

The word is fhort,but not 16 Ihort as fweet. 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fomeet. 
TV.Speake it in French, (King) (ay, Par donate may. 
*Dut. Doll thou teach pardon. Pardon to deftroy ? 
Ah my fowre husbandry hard-hearted Lord, 

That fet’d: the word it lelfe, againft the word. 

Speake pardon as ’tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping French we doe not underdand. 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there; 

Or in thy pittious heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how your plaints and prayers doe pearce, 
Pitty may move thee, pardon to rehearfe. 

Pul. Good Aunt Hand up. 

Dut. I doe not fue to Hand, 

Pardon is all the fuit I have in hand. 

Bui. I pardon him as heaven fhall pardon me; 

Dut. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : 

Yet am 1 fickeforfeare, Ipeake it againe, 

Twice faying pardon, doth not pardon twainej 
But makes one pardon ftrong* 

Pul. I pardon him with all my heart. 

Dut. A God cn earth thou art. 

PuU But forourtrutty brother-in-law, the Abbot, 
"With all the relt of that conferred crew, 

Deflruciion ftraight fhall dogge them attheheeles* 

Good 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Good Vnde helpe to order feverall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traytors are : 

They fball not live within this world F fweare. 

But I will have them if I once knew where. 

Vncle farewell , and Cofin too adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 
Dut . Come my old lon,I pray heaven make thee new.’ 
Enter Exton t and Servant . Exit. 

Sx.Didft thou not marke the King what wordshe Ipake. 
Have l no friend will rid me of this living feare : 

Was it notfo? 

Ser. Thofe were his w ords. 

Ex. Have I no friend (quoth he) he fpake it twice. 

And urg'd it twice together did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 

Ex- And Ipeakingithe wiftly look’d on me. 

As who fhould fay, I would thou weft the man, 

That would divorce this terror from my heart, 
Meaningthe King at Pomfret : Come,let’s goe, 

I am the King s friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit. 



$c*ena Quart a. 



Enter Richard * 

Rich. I have beene ftudying.how to compare 
ThisPrifon where I liue,unto the world: 

And for becaule the world is populous, 

End here is not a creature, but my fclfe, 

I cannot doe it : yet ile hammer’ t out. 

My braine,ile prove the female to my Soule 
Myfoule,the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation -or Hill breeding thoughts ; 

And thefe fame thoughts, people this little world 
p hUm fs hke the people of this world, 
or no thought is contented. The better fort, 
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The Life and L tilth' 

As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
With fcruples , and do fet the Faith itfelfe 
Againft theFaith ; as thus Come little .ones ;andthen 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camell ( againe, 

Tothred the pofterne of a Needles eye- 
1 houghxs tending to Ambition , they do plot 
Vnlikely wonders ; how thefe vaine weake nailes 
Mayteare a paflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifonwalles ; 

And for they cannot, dye in their ov/ne pride-. 

Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themlelvcs. 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves, 

Nor fhall not be th'elaft- Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe that ihame 
That many have , and others muft fit there ; 

And inthisthought, they finde a kind of eafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of fuch as have before iodur’d the like- 
Thus play I inonePrifon, many people. 

And none contented. Sometimes am I King ; 

Then Treafon makes me wilb my felfe a Begger, 
Andfo lam. Then cru firing penury, 

Perfwades me, I was better when a King j 
Then am I king’d againe ;and by and by, 

Thinke that I am un-king’d by Bullingbroohe, 

And ftraight am nothing-But what ere I am, Mttjicfa 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing Ihall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke doe Iheare ? 

Ha, ha keepe time ; How fowre fcweet Muficke is, 
When time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke ofmens lives -* 

And here have 1 the daintineflie of eare, 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing : 

But for the Concord of my State and time. 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. 

3 wafted Time,, and now doth Timewafte me : 

- or now hath time made me his numbring Clocke ? 




of Richard the fernd. 

vfv thoughts are minutes ; and with fig'nes they iarre. 

There watches to mine eyes the outward W arch. 

Whereto my fingcr,!ike a Dialls point, 

Is poynting ftill, in clenftng them from teares- 
Now fir, the found that tels what houre it is, 

,\re clamorous grones, that ftrike upon my heart. 

Which is the bell : lb figbes and teares, and grones. 

Shew minutes, houres, and times : O but my time 
Runs poafting on;in BMtngbrookes. proud ioy, . 
While Ifiand fooling Here, his jackc o’th’ Clocke* 

This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, _ 

For though it havcbolpe mad men to their wits. 

In me it feemes,it will make, wife-men mad : 

Yet blefling on his heart that gives it me ; 

For ’tis a figne oflove, and love to Richard, 

Is a ftrange brooch, in this all-hating World* 

Enter Groomer 
Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 
ii'c^.ThankesNoble Peere- 
The cheapeft of us,is ten gtotes to deare* 

What artihou ? And how com’ft thou hither? 

Where no man ever comes,but that fad dogge 
Thatbrings mefood,tomakemisfortunelive? 

Groo. I was a poore Groome of thy ftabfe^King) 

When thou wer’t King, who travelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length hatie gotten leave n 
To looke upon my(fomeumes Roy all) mailers face* 

0 how it yern’d my heart, when 1 beheld 
In London ftreets, that Corronation day, 

When Bullingbrooke rodje' on Roane .Batbary', - ir ; 
ThatHorfe, that thou fo often haft bertrid, 

ThatHorle, that I fo carefully haae dreft- 
^*c/j,Rode he on Barbary ? tell me gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

Groo, So proud! y,as if he'haid difdaih’ J d.tih£ gfotrri^T. 
Rbh* So proud, that -BuHitigMoke- wa^on ; 

That jade hath cate b reac j f rom my Royall hand. 
*hishand hath made him proud with clapping him* 
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The Life and Death 

Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall downe 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and breake the hecke 
Of that proud man,thatdid ulurpe hisbacke? 
Forgiveneffe horfe ; why do I raile on thee. 

Since thou created to be aw'd by man 
W as’t borne to beare?I was not made a horfe 
And yet I beare a burthen like an AfTe, 

Spur-gaird,and tyr’d by /auncing B ullingbrookf, 

Enter Keeper with a dijh. 

Fellow, give place, here is no longer flay. 
Rich.K thou love me, ’tis time thou wer’t away.’ 
Groo. What my tongue dares not , that my heart feall 

%• , . Exit. 

{ Keep . My Lord wilt .pleafe you to fall too > 

Etch. Taftcof it firft,asthou wer’c wont to doo. 
Keep. My Lord I dare not: Sir Percj of Exton, 

Who latelycamefrom th King, commands the contrary. 

K ich. The divell ta ke Henry of Lancaster, and thee; 
Patience is ftale and I am weary of it. 

Keep. Helpe, helpe,iielpe. 

Enter Ext on and Servants. 

Ri. How; now? what meanes death in this rudealTault? 
Villaine, thine ownehand yeilds thy deaths inftrument. 
Gee' thou and fill another roome in hell. 

Exton Jfrikys him dome . 

That hand fliall burne in never- quenching fire, 
ThaUla,ggers thus my perlon. Ext on, thy fierce hand. 
Hath with the Kings blood,ftain’d the Kings owne land. 
Mount, mount my foule,thy feateis up on high, 

,W hi I’ ft my grolfe flefh finkes downeward hereto dye* 
Ex. As AiU of valour as of Royall blood. 

Both have I fpilta Oh would the deed were good. 

For now the divell, that told me I did well, 

Sayesthat this deed is Chronicled in hell. 

1 his dead King to the living King ile beare, 

.Take hence the red; and gi ve the/n burial] here. Exit, 

Sana 




of Richard the fecond. 



Sc an a Quinta. 






F/eurifh, Enter B ttUingbrooke > T orkSt with 
other Lords , and Attendants. 

£#/.VncIe Yorke,the lateft newts we heare. 

Is that the Rebels have confirm’d with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter inGlocefterfliire, 

But whether they be tane or £laine,we heare not 
Enter Northumberland . 

VVelcome my Lord,what is the newes ? 

Nor. Firfi,to thy facred ftate,wifh I all happineffe : 

The next newes is,I have to London fent 
Theheads of Salisbury , Spencer JHunt ,and Kent : - 
The manner of their taking may appeare 
At large difeourfed in this paper here. 

Bui. W e thanke thee gentle Percy for thy paines. 

And to thy worth will adde right worthy games* 

Enter Fiti-water. 

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford fent to London^ 
Theheads of'Broccas^nd Sir Bemet Seely , 

Two of the dangerous confortedTraiters, 

That fought at Oxford, thy dire overthrow* 

Bui. Thy paines Fitz-waterfonW not be forgot. 

Right Noble is thy merit,, well I wot. 

Enter Percy , and Carltle. 

Per. The grand conlpirator, Abbot of Weslminfler. 
With dog of confcicnce,and fowre melancholly. 

Hath yeilded up his body to the graue. 

But here is £W//*, living to abide 
Thy Kingly ‘doome, and fentence of his pride- 
Carltle, this is your doome: 

Uioofe out fome fecret place, fome reverend roome 
lore than thou haft, and with it joythyfelfe: 

' 0 as thon liv’ft in peace, dye free from ftrife : 

For 
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. The Life and Death 

“For though mine enemy thou haft ever beene. 

High fparkesof honour in thee I have feene. 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare. Herein all breathlefle lies 
The mightieftof thy greateft enemies 
K i chard of B u rd e a ux , b y me hither brought . 

Bttl. Exton, I thanke thee rtof/or thou haft wrought 
A deed of (laughter, with thy fatal! hand. 

Vpon my heady&rd'dl this famous Lana. 

Ex. From j&isrswne mouth my Lord, did I this deed. 
Bui. They love not poyfcri, that doe poyfon need. 
Nor doe I thee : though f did wilh him dead, 

Ihate the murtherer, love him murthered* 

The guilt of conference take thou for thy hi bow,- 
But neyther mygaod word,nor Princely &vour. 

With Caine gbe wander through the ffiade of night. 
And never (hew thy head by day, nor light. v; . ;? .* 
Lords,I proteft my foule is fulictf woe, : : > h v v v 
ThatblcKidrfhdBl-a .fpriRkte me* and make m^grow. 
Come mourn^jv^ithmejfetthaifddbiiftienty 
And put on fuilenb'acke incontinent* 
voyage to the Holy-land. ' 

Towalh thisblood off from my guiltyhand 
March fadly after. grace ffiy meftiffting-hd^ 1 / 0 - ' - 0 c 
In weeping after this untimely x ° ' Exemu 
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